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Robert  Heath  may  be  better  known  to  readers  of  sev- 
enteenth-century lyrics  than  they  themselves  first  realize. 
In  spite  of  the  fact  that  very  little  is  definitely  known  and 
only  a  little  more  conjectured  about  Heath,1  some  of  his 
poetry  has  been  available  not  only  in  several  research  li- 
braries,2 but  also  in  an  important  seventeenth-century 
manuscript,3  and  in  some  modern  collections,  including, 
among  others,  The  Oxford  Book  of  Seventeenth  Century 
Verse.4 

Putting  aside  the  curiosity  that  we  may  know  more  of 
Heath  than  we  think  we  do,  there  remains  the  question  of 
the  value  of  cultivating  this  slight  familiarity.  Why  read 
Chrastella?  In  Tlie  Tragic  Comedians  James  Hall  may 
have  given  us  an  answer:  "If  quality  is  the  issue,  the  best 
works  of  'minor'  writers  are  better  than  all  but  the  best 
works  of  major  ones.  The  specialist  often  has  his  own 
reasons  for  concentrating  on  established  figures,  but  the 
reader  who  reads  for  the  work  itself  loses  by  ignoring  the 


1In  addition  to  the  289  verses  collected  here,  Heath  wrote  Latin 
verse  prefixed  to  Gabriel  Dugres's  Grammaticae  Gallicae  Compen- 
dium (1636),  and  he  may  also  be  the  R.  H.  who  wrote  Paradoxi- 
cal Assertions  and  Philosophical  Problems  (1659),  as  A.  H.  Bullen 
points  out  in  his  entry  on  the  poet  in  the  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  Vol.  IX,  p.  349.  William  Cole  in  Athenae  Cambrigi- 
ensis  in  the  British  Museum  manuscript  collection  (Add  5871, 
172v),  provides  only  the  information  about  Heath's  Latin  verse 
and  the  comment  that  Heath,  a  gentleman,  "as  he  styles  himself," 
was  born  in  London  and  entered  Corpus  Christi  College,  Cam- 
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lesser  ones."  Viewed  in  this  light,  Robert  Heath's  work 
appropriately  should  appear  where  readers  can  easily 
find  it  because  Clarastella  is  poetry  truly  representative 
of  its  time.  To  begin  with  this  premise  is  not  to  claim 
too  much;  we  can  all  admit  that  Heath  is  a  fairly  typical 
writer  of  his  time  and  that  reading  his  collected  works 
should  give  us  a  sense  of  the  general  temper  of  the  age. 

bridge,  in  1634.  The  only  other  seventeenth-century  reference  to 
Heath  is  in  Edward  Phillips's  Theatrum  Poetarum  (London: 
Charles  Smith,  1675),  quoted  in  the  text. 

2Donald  Wing,  Short-Title  Catalog  of  Books  Printed  in  .  .  . 
1641-1700,  lists  Clarastella  as  item  1338  and  indicates  where 
copies  may  be  found.  As  I  pointed  out  in  Notes  and  Queries,  ns. 
VII  (February  1960),  p.  64,  Mr.  Wing  appeared  to  confound  Sir 
Robert  Heath  and  Robert  Heath,  Esq.  As  the  entry  read,  Sir  Rob- 
ert received  credit  not  only  for  his  own  far  more  numerous  works, 
but  also  for  the  volume  of  poems. 

3Oxford,  Bodleian,  Ms.  Mus.  b.  1  is  fully  described  by  John  P. 
Cutts,  "Seventeenth-Century  Lyrics,"  Musica  Discipline,  X 
(1956),  pp.  142-209.  This  manuscript  includes  four  poems  by 
Heath. 

4 See,  for  some  notable  examples,  the  unsigned  review  article, 
"Heath's  Clarastella,"  Retrospective  Review,  II  (1820),  pp.  227- 
238,  possibly  by  the  editor,  Henry  Southern,  which  includes  11 
selections  from  Clarastella  and  one  from  Poems  occasional.  Wil- 
liam G.  Hutchinson  wrote  a  very  brief  introduction  to  Robert 
Heath:  Poems  and  Songs  (Hull:  J.  R.  Tutin,  1905)  for  the  Orinda 
Booklets  (Extra  Series),  II,  and  using  G.  Thorn  Drury's  copy  of 
Clarastella,  he  published  23  of  the  poems.  H.  J.  Massingham  in- 
cludes four  of  the  poems  in  A  Treasury  of  Seventeenth-Century 
English  Verse  (London:  Macmillan,  1926).  In  Seventeenth-Cen- 
tury Lyrics  from  the  Original  Texts  (New  York:  Longmans,  1928), 
Norman  Ault  prints  three  of  Heath's  poems,  and  later  in  A  Treas- 
ury of  Unfamiliar  Lyrics  (1938),  he  prints  "To  her  at  departure 
under  the  title  of  the  poem's  first  line,  "They  Err."  R.  C.  Bald 
includes  one  poem  by  Heath  in  his  popular  university  anthology, 
Seventeenth-Century  English  Poetry  (New  York:  Harper,  1959). 
And  so  on.  But  it  is  worth  noting  that  Sir  Herbert  Grierson  and 
Geoffrey  Bullough  in  the  Oxford  Book  of  Seventeenth  Century 
Verse  give  Heath  nine  pages  as  compared  to  the  eleven  they  de- 
vote to  Lovelace. 
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The  masterpieces  by  the  giants  of  the  period  are  "not  of 
an  age,  but  for  all  time." 

Historical  relevance  and  the  persistence  of  Heath's 
presence  are  an  index  to  the  modest  power  of  his  verse. 
Today,  Herrick  and  the  Cavalier  poets  stand  much  taller 
in  our  esteem  than  they  did  when  not  too  many  years 
ago  we  were  overwhelmed  by  our  rediscovery  of  Donne 
and  the  Metaphysicals.  Our  greater  appreciation  of  the 
minor  poets  and  the  constant  critical  association  of  Heath 
with  his  better  known  peers  should  warn  us  against  dis- 
missing him  out  of  hand.  Edward  Phillips  furnishes  us 
some  contemporary  evidence  of  the  relative  appeal  of 
Heath's  poetry  when  he  writes  notes  first  about  Heath 
and  then  about  Herrick.  For  Phillips  the  two  poets  are 
equals.  He  describes  Heath  as  "the  Author  of  a  Book  of 
Poems,  which  about  20  years  ago  came  forth  under  the 
Title  of  Clarastella;  the  ascribed  title  of  that  Celebrated 
Lady,  who  is  suppos'd  to  have  been  both  the  Inspirer  and 
chief  subject  of  them."  Phillips  then  begins  the  associa- 
tion of  the  two  poets  picked  up  by  later  writers  when 
in  commenting  on  Herrick  he  alludes  to  Heath.  Ben's 
most  famous  and  devoted  Son  is  "a  writer  of  Poems  of 
much  about  the  same  standing  and  the  same  Rank  in 
fame  with  the  last  mention'd  [i.e.,  Heath],  though  not 
particularly  influenc't  by  any  Nymph  or  Goddess,  except 
his  Maid  Pru." 

Phillips's  early  linking  of  Heath  and  Herrick  (which 
may  be  more  an  alphabetical  coincidence  than  we  can 
ever  know)  is  probably  a  good  way  to  think  of  Heath 
and  to  approach  his  poetry.  L.  C.  Martin  prints  eighteen 
poems  "Attributed  to  'R.  H.'  in  a  Seventeenth-Century 
Manuscript"  in  his  definitive  edition  of  Robert  Herrick 
on  the  supposition  that  they  may  likely  be  by  Herrick; 
however,  R.  G.  Howarth  plausibly  attributes  these  verses 
to  Robert  Heath.5     This  room  for  doubt  may  underlie 

sThe  Poetical  Works  of  Robert  Herrick,  edited  by  L.  C.  Martin 
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Phillips's  (to  us)  slighting  comparison  of  Herrick  to 
Heath.  There  are  certainly  inferior  poems  in  Herrick's 
vast  canon,  and  mediocre  ones  too;  Heath's  poems  are 
often  better  than  those  Herrick  did  not  blot,  though  on 
the  whole  Herrick  is  so  far  superior  to  Heath  as  to  make 
a  detailed  comparison  unnecessary.  Perhaps  A.  H. 
Bullen  is  fairer  than  Phillips  when  he  concludes  his  arti- 
cle on  Health  in  the  Dictionary  of  National  Biography 
with  another  comparison  that  probably  strikes  us  as  also 
being  rather  undeserved  when  he  says  that  "Some  of  the 
poems  addressed  to  'Clarastella'  are  hardly  inferior  to 
Carew's  best  love-verses."6 

Perhaps  we  should  check  our  conditioned  skepticism 
by  recalling  that  in  fact  we  usually  remember  Carew, 
Lovelace,  Suckling,  Waller,  and  hosts  of  other  minor  lyr- 
ists whose  names  we  know  we  know  only  on  the  basis  of 
a  very  few  poems.  The  comparisons  of  Heath's  work  to 
the  poetry  of  Herrick  and  Carew  suggested  by  Phillips 
and  Bullen  and  implicit  in  the  studies  of  the  attributions 
by  Martin  and  Howarth  should  indicate  that  Clarastella 
is  of  somewhat  more  than  mere  historical  significance. 
But  if  these  comparisons  impress  us  as  flattering  Heath 
too  much,  the  generally  damning  tone  of  the  Retrospec- 
tive Review  might  restore  our  prejudices — were  it  not 
that  the  anonymous  author  of  the  article  rather  consist- 
ently (if  condescendingly)  praises  the  worst  of  Heath's 
poems  while  denigrating  those  that  are  more  likely  to 
appeal  to  twentieth-century  sensibilities;  for  example, 
he  quotes  "To  Clarastella"  (p.  51  )7  to  show  Heath's 
"higher  order  of  poetry  [that]  combine [s]  with  exquisite 
ease  of  versification  considerable  moral  beauty."    A  mod- 


( Oxford:  At  the  Clarendon  Press,  1956),  pp.  423-439.  R.  G. 
Howarth,  "Attributions  to  Herrick,"  Notes  and  Queries,  ns.  V 
(June  1958),  p.  249. 

60.IV.B.,  IX,  p.  349. 

7The  page  references  are  to  the  text  of  this  present  edition. 
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em  reader  would  note  that  the  verse,  an  obviously  con- 
ventional idealization  of  the  beloved,  is  as  empty  as  the 
hollow  petrarchisms  still  attempted  in  this  poem — in- 
cluding the  inevitable  pun  on  the  beloved's  name  and 
"the  bright  star-light  of  each  eie."  Much  the  same  could 
be  said  about  "A  Pastoral  Protest  of  Love  by  Damon  to 
Stella"  (pp.  62-63),  which  is  praised  without  embarrass- 
ment as  "pretty."  Though  extolling  Heath's  "natural 
vein"  in  "To  Clarastella.  Loves  Silence"  (p.  22),  the 
writer  fails  to  appreciate  the  borrowed  wit  of  "On  a  Flea- 
bite  espied  on  her  fair  hand"  (p.  24),  which  (for  us)  is 
naturally  dominated  by  echoes  of  Donne's  "The  Flea." 
It  is  curious  that  the  critic  for  the  Retrospective  Review 
should  show  such  a  different  preference  in  poems  from 
us  when  he  begins  his  article  with  a  statement  we  could 
applaud:  he  is  vehement  about  the  general  emptiness  of 
the  conventions  of  Caroline  love  poetry.8  Sir  George 
Saintsbury  is  closer  to  the  mark,  but  he  is  somewhat  too 
severely  negative  in  tone  in  calling  Heath  "a  sort  of  av- 
erage representative  of  style  and  time  who,  sometimes,  a 
little  transcends  the  mediocre."  Douglas  Bush,  as  always, 
is  humanely  fair  in  justly  describing  Clarastella  as  "re- 
spectable but  not  distinguished."9 

It  is  best  to  read  Clarastella  with  an  awareness  of  our 
double  vision:  we  read  Heath's  Poetry  because  Art  is 
eternally  relevant;  we  read  his  verse  for  the  relationships 
it  has  with  the  past.  His  verse  is  essentially  the  artifice 
made  by  the  tradition;  it  is  not  the  Poetry  of  a  transcend- 
ent individual  talent. 


8In  his  own  nineteenth-century  way,  the  reviewer  anticipates 
what  A.  Alvarez  and  Marius  Bewley  say  in  analyzing  Lovelace's 
"La  Bella  Bona-Roba,"  cited  in  The  School  of  Donne  (Toronto: 
Mentor,  1967  reprint),  pp.  53-55. 

^Cambridge  History  of  English  Literature,  VII  (London:  Cam- 
bridge, 1961  reprint),  p.  88  and  the  Oxford  History  of  English 
Literature,  V  (Oxford:  At  the  Clarendon  Press,  1962.  Second 
edition,  revised.),  p.   129. 
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II 

In  addition  to  the  fifty-seven  poems  in  Clarastella, 
Humphrey  Moseley  printed  twenty-three  Poems  occa- 
sional, twelve  Elegies,  193  Epigrams,  and  four  Satyrs. 
The  Satyrs  is  the  only  group  of  poems  in  this  book  with- 
out a  separate  title  page.  The  fact  the  Satyrs  alone  has 
no  title  page  does  suggest  the  possibility  that  Moseley 
may  have  meant  to  publish  each  of  the  groups  of  poems 
separately.  In  dealing  with  the  Satyrs  he  may  have  con- 
sidered publishing  them  together  with  the  Epigrams  for 
the  reasons  mentioned  below;  or  at  that  point  he  may 
have  decided  to  publish  all  the  poetry  together,  which  he 
did,  making  a  separate  title  page  for  the  Satyrs  unneces- 
sary. 

"Satyr  1"  is  distinguishable  from  the  rest  only  in  its 
passing  use  of  Greek  and  its  gloss  referring  us  to  Du 
Bartas.  All  the  Satyrs  have  a  thumping  rhythm  that 
rings  with  deafing  monotony  on  the  ear,  but  at  their  best 
the  poems  can  accommodate  this  addiction  to  stiff  pen- 
tameter couplets  to  a  certain  broad  humor.  They  point 
forward  more  to  the  Restoration  than  they  look  back  to 
Jonson  or  Donne. 

Though  the  Satyrs  try  to  give  us  a  picture  of  the  follies 
of  the  time,  Heath  writes  more  comfortably  about  things 
around  and  of  more  genuine  concern  to  him  in  the 
smaller  scope  of  his  Epigrams.  He  treats  the  conven- 
tional topics  of  the  epigrammatist,  and  he  writes  in  his 
accustomed  thumping  couplets,  but  among  the  nearly  200 
epigrams  he  does  have  some  good  verses  mingling  with 
the  bad  majority.  The  better  poems  tell  of  his  awareness 
of  Jonson's  pre-eminence  in  writing  the  "English  Epi- 
gram," his  feeling  of  superiority  "To  W.  B.  a  smal  Poet," 
his  friendships  with  Mr.  H.  N.  and  T.  S.  Esquire.  There 
are  several  epigrams  directed  "To  the  Reader."  Perhaps 
the  fact  that  Heath  prefaced  only  the  Epigrams  with  a 


Introduction  xi 

letter  "To  the  Reader"  and  divided  the  poems  into  two 
books,  interspersing  throughout  those  several  verses  "To 
the  Reader"  may  suggest  that  he  definitely  planned  to 
print  this  collection,  possibly  along  with  the  Satyrs  since 
there  is  the  satirical  and  formal  connection  between  the 
Epigrams  and  the  Satyrs,  and  there  is  no  separate  title 
page  for  the  latter. 

The  Elegies  probably  tell  us  more  about  Heath's  asso- 
ciates than  any  other  group  of  his  poems,  for  they  are  all 
but  one  upon  the  deaths  of  his  friends,  and  the  one  ex- 
ception is  on  a  musician's  loss  of  three  fingers  in  the  Civil 
War.  Heath  laments  the  death  of  another  musician, 
".  .  .  W.  Lawes,  slain  in  this  unhappy  Civil  Warr"  His 
friend,  T.  S.  Esquire,  whom  he  praised  in  an  epigram  is 
mourned  here  as  one  of  the  victims  of  "the  first  fight  at 
Newbery,  1645."  The  four  women  to  whom  he  pays  final 
tribute  are  identified  only  by  their  initials  like  his  friend 
T.  S.  and  the  mutilated  musician,  but  all  the  other  men 
are  fully  identified:  Sir  Bevil  Grenvil,  Ed.  Sackvil,  Es- 
quire, Lord  Bernard  Stewart,  and  the  most  famous  of 
all,  Mr.  W[illiam]  Lawes,  who  was  also  elegized  by 
Herrick,  good  friend  to  both  William  and  Henry  Lawes. 

The  Elegies  and  a  few  of  the  Poems  occasional10  are 
the  most  "historical  documents"  a  reader  can  use  imagi- 
natively to  reconstruct  Heath's  world:  London,  Cam- 
bridge, the  War,  a  Royalist's  yearning  for  peace,  and  his 
lamentations  on  the  deaths  of  his  friends.  Humphrey 
Moseley's  preface  to  the  entire  collection,  "The  Stationer 
To  the  Reader,"  states  that  he,  not  Heath,  is  responsible 
for  publishing  the  book.  The  first  line  of  the  commenda- 
tory poem  by  G.  H.  suggests  that  Heath  was  out  of  the 
country  when  the  collection  was  issued  in  1650 — proba- 


10"On  the  unusual  cold  and  rainie  weather  in  the  Summer. 
1648"  (p.  9),  "To  a  Friend  wishing  peace"  (p.  20),  "Song  in  a 
siege"  (p.  22),  and  "On  the  Creeple  souldiers  marching  in  Ox- 
ford in  the  Lord  Thr.  Cottington's  Companie"  (p.  23). 
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bly  a  prudent  absence  for  one  late  in  the  service  of  the  re- 
cently executed  King. 

However,  it  is  not  Heath's  historical  world  as  glimpsed 
explicitly  or  implicitly  in  his  poems  that  holds  our  atten- 
tion for  long;  rather  it  is  his  virtual  world,  the  world  of 
his  imagination  that  re-creates  for  us  at  least  a  small  por- 
tion of  that  rich  landscape  of  seventeenth-century  litera- 
ture. A  survey  of  the  Satyrs,  Epigrams,  Elegies,  and 
Poems  occasional  brings  us  back  somewhat  more  grateful 
to  Clarastella  than  when  we  left  her  singing,  dancing, 
catching  cold,  playing  the  lute,  walking  in  the  snow  or  in 
her  garden,  being  frightened  by  a  cat's  eyes  in  the  dark, 
threatening  to  go  to  a  nunnery,  complaining  of  her  lover's 
long  kisses  or  just  watching  her  sleeping.  Sometimes  this 
little  world  of  the  enclosed  love  garden  cloys  with  too 
much  sweetness,  but  then  we  come  upon  those  poems 
where  saccharine  artifice  is  occasionally  redeemed  by 
a  lively  sensuality — if  never  quite  with  the  passionately 
intelligent  Art  of  Donne  or  Jonson — and  we  appreciate 
Clarastella. 

For  funds  that  supported  this  study,  I  thank  the  Office 
of  Scientific  and  Scholarly  Research  of  the  University  of 
Oregon,  the  Canada  Council,  and  the  President's  Re- 
search Grants  Committee  of  Simon  Fraser  University.  I 
am  grateful  for  the  help  I  have  received  from  Donald 
M.  Friedman,  the  Henry  E.  Huntington  Library  and  Art 
Gallery,  the  British  Museum,  and  the  libraries  of  the 
University  of  Oregon,  the  University  of  British  Colum- 
bia, and  Simon  Fraser  University. 

Frederick  H.  Candelaria 

Simon  Fraser  University 
Burnaby  (Vancouver),  B.  C. 
Canada 
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To  my  honoured  friend 
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f  The  porv'r  o/verfe,  Wf  maizes  Ubiquitie  I 
Thus  tVhusbandman  away  the  Harvejt  kars3 
Andleavs  the  Poor  to  gkanfomfcatter'd  ears} 


'^SS&W1  rhta  we  tyfy  &*  Tap-wort  of  thy  Mufe9 
Whiifl  others  quaff  off  thy  Diviner  juyce  s 
that  thou  wilt  drop  tbefe  Crums,  'tit  Comfort  yet 

To  them  that  Cann't  deforve  thy  Cates  to  eat  5 
ThyrDaintksaie  for  fmeign  pall ats, wee 

Are  blefs'dwitbfcraps.  That  too,  no  thank  to  thee^ 
for  had  not  Fate,  or  Providence  thrown  us  Theft \ 

Hunger  had  been  our  Fare  —  andwitbm  Eafe. 
But  I  have  feen  thy  choycefi  cheer,  and  wifb 

Thy  feveral  Arts  to  th*maJ(ing  up  one  difh : 
Thy  rich  Composures .  I  havejeen  Thee  Frame 

Vaneiie  in  that,  which  was  the  fame : 
But  mucb-good-dtft-you  Friends !  for  wee're  not  ti$>l9 

Either  in  Pallat,  or  in  Appetite. 
Ke'r  fewer  Raptures  in  an  Age,  lefs  wit, 

Lefs  Judgement,  Fancie,  Poetry,  and  yet 
Th'untbrifty  fciencenfr  more  credit  gained, 

Nor  Poejie  in  greater  triumph  raign'd : 
The  Laurel  fades  on  Mercenary  browes, 

But  on  the  neck  of  Honour  fpreads  her  boughes. 

3  wbm 


When  Salary  and  profit  ruPd  the  Age, 

Some  few,  would \itow  and  then,  ride  fofcapagei 
%ut  *yov0  *th  otherwife  —  the  Nobler  fieed 

Tames  fieeteH  Coarfers,  Pegafus  oxen  breed 
VO  Jlately  practnce  'bout  Helicons  Lov'd  Brink, 

And  al  f he  Mufes-^f//  would  dally  drink* 
The  Alteration  of  the  Times  ;s  fucb, 

Great  ones  turn  Poets  now  —  and  fo  gnw  rich* 
*All  win  at  Livery  flood  before,  but  now 

The  Gentry  are  at  leifure,  a  Lord  too 
Can  fpare  bis  great  attendance,  whilft  bee  fits 

And  Votes  —  Happy  the  man  'Can  live  by's  wits. 
And  fuch  art  Thou  ■ 

Had' ft  thou  breath' d,  then,  thine  Ayres,  fo  pre  and  fret 
Tb'ad[i  won  the  Wench,  that  now  enjay'ft  tbeTree  ; 
Apollo,  then, would Ixot  been  feve'd  t'  rtftgn, 

His  Court(hip  (fiiend )  would  have  comejhert  ofTinffl; 
The  greater  favour,  thine  I  take  to  bee > 

wtnleRee  grafps  Her9Jhie  twints  Her  Arms  'bout  Thee. 

G.H. 


Poems 


POEMS,&c. 


The  Ternfle  of  Virtue. 

Each  mc  an  Eagles  plume !  or  take 

From  Mercuries  Ethereal  wing 

Some  highborn  quil  my  pen  to  makej 
Whilft  lofVirtuefing! 

Th'Impcriai  Bay  which  Poets  wore 
In  Saturn's  age,  and  humbly  grew 
From  bafe  ignoble  earth,  is  poore  5 

My  Temples  fome  more  new 
Unheard-of  garland  (hall  inveft  5 
One  of  Apollo's  burnifh'd  hair 
Twifted  with  threds  of  life,  and  dreft 

With  Sol's  bright  raies,  He  weare. 
Hence  all  prophaner  ears !  my  Lyre 
Exalted  to  Seraphick  height, 
Ecchoes  ftrcins  worthy  fuck  a  Quire, 

And  fcorns  a  lower  flight. 
Mounted  me  thinks  on  Pegafus3 
From  the  defptfed  world  I  flie 
Aloft  in  clouds,  where  foaring  thus 

1  view  this  Deitie. 
There  fits  me  crown'd  in  glorious  ftate. 
And  whiteft  robes  of  Innocence  j 
Not  in  that  poore  defpis'd  eftate 

As  fhe  was  banifht  hence* 
A  1 


Ith' 
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I'th'  midft  of  a  fair  temple,  there 

Llnto  her  Honour  confecrate, 

Her  handmaids  'bout  her  Royal  chair 

Adorn'd  with  Trophies  wait. 
Oh  did  blind  mortals  but  behold, 
How  lhe  difpenfcth  gifts  each  where 
To  her  attendants,  I'd  be  bold 

They  would  with  greater  care 
Serve  at  her  Altars  !  but  alas  ! 
They  fondly  fleight  her  here  below, 
And  think  her  nothing  worth,  becaufe 

Shce  doth  fo  meanly  go. 
They  do  not  know  what  Concjueft  'tis 
To  have  oVcome  one  Rebel  vice, 
What  crowns  of  joy  he  purchaies 

Who  gets  fuch  vi dories. 
Virtue  rewardeth  fure,  though  late  ; 
Who  growes  foon  rich  by  poiicie 
And  thriving  Arts, doth  purchafe  hate, 

And  robs  his  market,  he 
Thus  by  foreftalling  it.  Light  gains 
Make  heavie  purfes  :  Honeftie 
That  doth  it  felf  reward,  difdains 

Boones  oft  in  modeftie. 
For  Virtues  fake  lets  her  aftett 
And  not  forpraife  or  benefit 
Accruing  thence,  fuchby-refpeS 

Robs  both  our  ielves,and it. 
Oh  what  a  glorious  Court  doth  there 
Of  all  the  Graces  Virtues  too 
In  female  (hape  and  drcfle  appear ! 

As  it  they  would  out-doe 
The  Heav'ns  in  fplcndour,  and  confine 
All  worth  unto  that  (ex  !  behold 
Where  Modeftie  in  bluih  divine 

With  Rofes  fet  in  gold 
Triumphant  mines  !  and  clofc  by  her, 
Siteace  that  Pythagorean  grace 

Ik 


ClaraMa.  > 

Hec  taught  his  fcholars,  but  by  far 
More  becomes  female  race. 
Next  her  fits  Innocence  arrai'd 
In  fnow-white  robes,  and  on  her  head 
A  Chaplet  wears  of  Love  all  made 

And  Liliics  mingled. 
Hard  by  this  Peer  fits  Cbaftltil^ 
Her  ears  clofe  bound  about,  for  fear 
(  Though  crownM  with  Lillies  too  1  left  (he 

Should  ought  offenfive  hear* 
By  her  with  book  in  hand,  her  eics 
pixt  upwards  fits  true  Vitt'ie^ 
As  ihe  with  Prai'r  cou'd  pierce  the  skies, 

Crown'd  with  a  Galaxie. 
There  Love ,  here  AfiabUitie, 
And  by  her,  noble  Gcntlemfs  5 
By  whom  fits  faithful  Conftancie, 

Each  deckt  in  fever al  d refit : 
lowcft  of  all  HumUitie 
Stands  gravely  by,  as  who  wou'd  fay 
(Though  She  were  crowned  too)  that  (hee 

Serv'd  waitingmaid  that  day* 
More  do  I  Laureate  view  among 
Ihefe  holy  Nymphs  :  but  oh  II  lie 
High  above  all  this  facred  throng, 

A  richer  Deitie, 
To  whom  thefe  homage  did,  fo  fair, 
That  II  approach  and  neerer  prie  3 
Chiefly  our  eies  delighted  are 

With  Curiofitie, 
Nor  is't  enough  one  Grace  to  know ) 
The  way's  all  pav'd  with  ftars,  to  bliflc  ; 
We  muft  from  one  to  th'other  go, 

And  climb  to  perfect nefs> 
H  through  each  Glorie  then, and  fee 
What  mighty  Goddcfle  dweilech  there, 
Ruling  with  fo  much  Majcftie 
In  this  diviner  fphere. 

^  a?  re 
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It  muft  be  flic,  and  Shce  alone, 
(  Unlefs  my  dazlcd  eies  miftakc) 
Whom  all  thcfe  Virtues  wait  upon, 

And  their  Queen  Regent  make. 
5Tis  fhee  :  Iov'd  ClarafteUa,  {he 
Thcfe  Virtues  court :  with  whofe  fairc  (lore 
All  mankind  might  enriched  be, 

And  yet  not  leave  her  poor* 
Thy  pardon  yet  aear  Quinteflence 

Of  all  perfection !  if  I 

In  this  thy  holy  conference 

Intruding  preffe  too  nigh* 
'Twas  Love  did  guide"  me  to  thy  (hrine, 
Where  VI  adoring  ferve  alone 
Thee,  Virtues  felf,  whofe  foul  divine 

dotli  make  thefe  all,  but  one* 


On  a  dujigot  in  ClaraftellaV  eh. 


c 


An  I  with  patience  this  my  rival  fee 
Courting  thofc  flames  folongador'dby  met  ? 
Forcing  her  {hut  her  cies  from  me,  and  chaw 
A  tear,  which  all  my  flghes  ne'r  thence  could  J  raw  } 
Canft  thou  fmallcrum  of  earth  eclips  my  Sun  , 
And  make  it  fct  in  clouds  e'r  day  be  done  ? 
Could  ought  but  Atomcs  to  this  Orb  afpire  > 
Durft  ought  but  duft  approacli  fo  great  a  fire  ? 
Hence  thou  unluckie  beam,  but  more  unkind, 
That  mak'ft  at  once  me  and  my  Stella  blind ! 

What  have  I  faid  ?  my  pious  rage  hath  burn'd 
Too  hot,  and  hath  on  the  wrong  object  rurn'd  : 
Forgive  me  little  moat  $ 1  know  thou'rt  free 5 
How  hath  my  angry  reale  accufed  thee  ? 
'Las  thou  waft  thither  onely  fenc  by  me. 
My  guiltlefs  loves  unhappy  Mercuric. 

J  b  Wouldft 
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Wouldft  know  then(Faireft?)whence  this  dull  dothiifo 
*Tis  caus'd  by  th' flaming  fparkles  of  thine  eics, 
Which  like  the  lightning  through  my  veins  have  (hot 
Such  ardent  flames  of  love,  fo  lc  or  chin  g  hot, 
My  heart's  ev'n  burnt  to  aihes  ;  hence  it  flies, 
Duft  as  you  made  it>  back  into  your  eics. 


On  Chra&dhjingingto  the  Eccbo  at 
Ay  thorn  Church  in  Kent. 

5qrWas  when  the  Sun  had  purpled  all  the  Weft* 

*  And  newly  flole  into  his  Rofie  neft 
To  bring  the  Tartars  morn  ;  our  Nymph  was  grown 
Weary  with  walking,and  did  lay  her  down 
Upon  the  tender  trefoiles,  glad  to  yield 
Unto  fo  foft  a  preflure;  in  a  field 
Necr  Ay  thorns  holy  Church,  to  fatisfic 
Our  joynt  rcquefts  with  her  fweet  harmonie  j 
In  a  ierene  ftil  Summers  evening, 
Fair  Stella  did  exalt  her  voyce  and  fing. 

And  as  the  torrent  of  her  melodie 
Did  genly  flow  in  new  vafietie 
Of  melting  ftrcins,  in  whofe  fwoln  rapfodics 
Shee  cooi'd  the  dayes  heat,  and  thus  fannM  the.  skte, 
Her  Zephyre  breath  no  fooner  whiiper'd  to 
The  facred  walls,  but  (height  was  anfwer'd  too  5 
As  if  her  Angel  voyce  had  eccho'd  bin 
By  the  bieft  mtifick  of  fome  Chcrubin : 
Whilft  from  the  Church  the  liftning  Spirit  there 
Through  envie  of  her  phanfics  chirp 't  to  her, 
And  with  diftinguifht  tones  in  ev'ry  mood 
And  skilful  accent  made  her  murmurs  good, 
Twas  in  the  Church  this  Rival  dwelt  j  'tis  there 
A  better  £ccho  wil  our  fighings  hear 

A  4  And 
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And  anfwer  too,  though  ne'r  fb  fofrly  groand  : 

(  Where  live  thou  ft/fin  this  thy  fphere  cnthron'd  ) 

Soon  as  Shee  did  perceive  her  Art  out-done 
By  the  invisible  divi/ion 
Of  the  Reporters  voyce,  ihe  ftretcht  her  throat 
And  warbling  daunccd  on  a  treble  noat 
In  loftier  mcafures.  Thefe  tWEecho  likewife  lent 
More  perfect  back,  than  from  her  firft  they  went. 

Shame  now  'twixt  grief  and  anger  plac'd,  did  raife 
Our  Stella,  and  provoke  to  ftcond  laies  : 
One  whiles  (he  foars  like  the  morns  Lark  on  high* 
As  with  exalted  voyce  fhee'd  pierce  the  skie, 
Then  with  a  fullen  flat  and  deeper  bafe, 
As  fhe  would  marrie  her  Immortal  laies 
With  her  diviner  Odes,  (he  humbly  dwels 
O'th*  Gamut.  TKEccho  too  this  leffon  fpels, 
And  thus  repeating  defcants  on  each  ftrcin 
Much  more  diftin&ly  reiifli'd  and  more  plain* 
How  have  I  lov'd  Church-muficke'r  fince  I 
Firft:  there  heard  this  fo  heav'nly  harmonie  ? 

Thus  by  alternate  ftrivings  as  they  had 
Ev'n  fang  the  Sun  afleep,  and  made  us  fad 
In  their  behalf,  fcarce  knowing  which  t'adinire* 
And  count  the  Miftrefle  of  this  holy  Quire  ; 
Our  Stella  did  attempt  it  once  again 
To  get  the  conqueft ;  but  alas !  in  vain 
She  ftriving  tir'd,  and  tir'd  was  fain  to  yield, 
While  the  Church-Saint  was  heard  the  laft  iW fitli* 


On 
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On  LoVtng  at  firfi fight. 

cO  (miles  the  Sun  indeed  with  cheerful  eie 

On  the  bright  gold  his  raics  inform'd  $  and  fi> 
Doth  that  its  borrow'd  beams  refleft.  But  why 

Our  hearts  turn  d  Solar,  fhouid  each  other  wooc 
In  filence  by  afpeft,  I  wonder,  I. 

The  Heliotrope  that  marks  with  watchful  cic 
His  Sol's  beloved  face,  and  gathers  thence 

Thofe  am'rous  features  which  he  there  did  Ipie, 
Preferving  them  by  fecret  influence, 

Waits  on  him  with  religious  Loyaltic. 

By  fighes  and  groans  fo  wooe  the  Turtles,  and 

Thus  doe  the  Mutes  by  fignes  articulate 
Mylterioufiy  each  other  undcrftand  j 

And  in  this  Brachywaw  can  relate 
Their  wils,  with  oncly  help  of  eie  and  hand. 

Nature  and  Art  doth  thefe  inftruft,  but  we 
Led  with  more  reafon  do  our  loves  cxprefle 

By  louder  organs  tongues ;  though  the  eie  be 
The  fouls  true  fpeaking  index  I  confelfe, 

Yet  do  we  more  believe  the  ear,  than  eie. 

Our  formes  in  mirrours  weep  with  us,  or  finite  $ 

So  at  thefe  chriftal  cafements  of  the  eies, 
Our  other  felves  are  rcprefented,  while 

Each  vifual  beam  by  repercuilion  is 
Firft  met,  and  Co  retort  by  joynr  rccoyle. 

Thus  from  the  fparkling  beam  of  eithcrs  eie, 
Fann'd  by  their  medium  air, their  hearts  prepaid, 

Like  tinder,catch  Loves  fire  by  fympathie, 
And  mingle  flames.  Let  Lovers  then  award 

Ctt/^hisciesjfincc  theirs  fo  wel  can  fee. 

A  f  On 
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On  a  black  mole  on  ClaraflellaV 
faire  cheek? 

HOw  fair  a  Chara&er  hath  Nature  wrot ! 
A  nd  printed  on  her  cheek  in  black  and  white ! 
While  this  i*th*  fairer  Copic  is  no  blot, 

But  a  ful  period  ^  that  the  Reader  might 
The  better  underftand  the  fence,  and  know 
That  here  Slice  ftopt,  and  could  no  further  go. 

As  when  the  skilful  Artift  hath  cxprcft 
With  lively  colours  a  fair  countenance, 

Yet  he  at  la  ft  doth  fhadow  forth  the  reft, 

And  fo  with  ihades  the  beauty  much  advance  l 

So  Nature  having  drawn  this  lovely  piece, 

With  this  lafi  Jbade  perfects  her  Artifice. 

'Tis  like  die  mark  oW  richer  text ;  or  hand 
O'th'  margent  leading  to  fome  Paradife, 

V  Vhcrc't points  at  fome  choife  fiow'r  i'th'  garden,  and 
Bids  you  there  fix,  and  fcaft  your  greedic  cies i 

This  molehiPs  Cupids  throne,  on  which  he  fits, 

And  with  his  love  -arm  'd  fhafes  each  breaft  he  hits. 

Let  meaner  beauties  patch  their  painted  fa  ces> 

Studying  the  black  art  of  completion, 
Nature  ham  here  without  Arts  helping  Graces, 

F  irmlv  engraved  all  perfection. 
Stella's  the  pattern  which  they  imitate ; 
They  have  no  form  but  what  they  do  create* 


Bleeding 
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Bleeding  at  the nofe  at  ClaraflcIlaV 
approach. 


CO  at  thcMUrthcrcrs  approach  we  fee 

The  Corps  weep  at  its  wounds  again  ; 
And  I  who  firft  was  (lain 

And  rob'd  of  Reafons  foul  by  thee, 
Walk  but  a  living  Corps,  and  drawing  nigh, 
Thus  doth  my  euiltlcfs  blood  thy  murther  crie« 
From  my  dead  heart  it  flowes,  and  boldly  there 

It  {tares  thee  in  thy  guiltic  face 
(Fair  cruel  Murtherefle  I) 

Soon  as  I  thee  approach  more  neat : 
While  thus  the  ipirits  all  emitted  are, 
And  for  thee  bluming  in  my  face  appear. 
Yet  back  thou  fmal  remainder  of  my  life 

And  bid  my  drooping  heart  revive 
Which  thus  again  may  live, 

Could  it  but  fame  rcmorfeful  grief 
Raife  in  thee  at  this  horrid  fight,  chat  th:n 
You  may  be  quit,  and  I  no  Gnoft  ageru 


Seeing  Her  Dancing. 

RObcs  loofly  flowing*  and  afpeft  as  free, 
A  carelefle  carriage  deckt  with  modeftte  -9 
A  fmiling  look,  hut  yet  fevere : 
Such  comely  Graces  'bout  her  were. 
Her  ftcps  with  fuch  an  evennels  ihc  wove, 
As  fliee  could  hardly  be  pcrceivM  to  move  \ 
Whiift  her  filk  failcsdifplaicd,  ihee 
Swam  like  a  ihip  with  Majeftie. 


As 
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As  when  with  ftedfaft  eies  we  view  the  Sun, 
Wc  know  it  goes  though  fee  no  motion  j 
So  undifcern'd  (he  mov'd,  that  wc 
Pcrceiv'd  mee  ftirr'd,  but  did  not  fee. 


To  her  bavinggot  a  great  Cold. 

VVHat blafting dewes  are  thefe 
That  on  thy  a&ive  fpirits  feize  V 

And  tic  that  tongue,  did  make 
Mufick  to  all  that  heard  it  fpeak  ? 

As  by  the  fire  Ice  is 
Made  by  Ami  peri  (talis ; 

So  doth  thy  hearts  flame  within 
And  thVarm  ayr  ambient  'bout  thy  skin 

And  colder  felf,  congeal  it 
To  Rich  a  coldnefle  you  fcarce  feel  ir. 

'Tis  fo :  the  heat  is  more  intenfe 
And  glowes  by  th'numnefs  of  each  fenfe. 

But  oh  !  that  vital  part 
Kil  not  (thou  cruel  froft ! )  her  heart  I 

May  th'Elcmental  fire 
That  burns  there  purely  through  deiire, 

Scorch,  like  our  fires  below 
More  fiercely,  for  the  froft  and  fnow ! 


The  Invocation  to  CupicL 

OH  do  not  look  me  dead,  fair  eies  ! 
Do  not  allure  and  then  defpife ! 
Be  kind  but  as  your  picture  1  that 
Will  look  and  anile,  though  you  will  not« 

Yce 
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Yc  Gods !  or  women  make  lefle  fair  ! 
Or  elfe  lefle  cruell  then  they  are  ! 
Or  ftrike  me  Cupid  blind  like  thee, 
So  I  my  torment  (bal  not  fee. 


\*    .  ii  i  —  \  a  , 


To  one  blaming  my  high-minded 
Love. 

nrOo  great  ?  wherein  ?is  it  in  wealth  or  blcud  ? 

Or  is  (he  any  way  too  good  ? 
The  facred  treafure  that  I  bring,  is  Lcve3 

Angels  enjoy  nor  wifh  no  more  5 
*Tis  Sovereign  too,  and  fans  allay  will  prove 
As  rich  as  both  her  Indies  doubled  o're. 

Love  makes  equality  j  nor  wil  admit 

Finite s  ihould  bound  an  Infinite : 
Who  fets  no  value  on  himfelf,  fliai  ne'r 

By  others  much  efteemed  be. 
Blind  Cupid  doth  affift  the  bold,  while  fear 
Unman's  the  heart,  and  (huts  the  Lovers  eie. 

But  (he  is  high  and  wel-difcended ;  true ; 

My  birth  ftiles  me  as  freeborn  too 5 
No  peafant  bloud  doth  ftein  or  chil  my  veins, 

And  the  proud  Youth  that  warms  them,  he 
Was  of  a  Goddefle  born,  and  thus  difdeins 
1  (hould  adore  lefle  than  a  Deitie. 

My  loves  diviner  flames  do  upwards  flic 
By  nature  like  their  fparks  on  high  ; 

Bale  heavy  things  do  only  downward  tend 
To  the  dull  center  gave  them  birth  5 

But  heav  n-deduced  fpirits  there  afcend: 

Whilft  low  ignoble  minds  fix  to  their  earth. 

Mans  fight  ere&ed  looks  to  Hcav'n,  that  lb 
H is  thoughts  he  there  might  level  coo : 

She 
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She  is  the  Umpyteum  of  my  love  j 

Whofc  Glories  though  they  blait  mine  eys, 
Yet  (hall  my  Eagles  finged  leathers  prove 
Bright  Trophaees  of  a  gallant  entcrprifc* 


9 


On  CiaraflellaV  Pitture  drawn 
Very  like  her. 

V  Air  madow  of  a  fairer  fubftance !  when 

Thy  lively  fecond  felf  I  fee  , 
Nature  doth  blulh  that  by  Arts  pow'rful  pen 

Sulla  agen  create  mould  bee. 
See  where  She  all  identified  appears 

Except  that  foul  we  cannot  fee ! 
Whilft  this,her  eys,  forme,  ftiapc,and  colour  wears. 

And  'cud  it  breath,  w'ud  fay  'twere  She. 
Bright  Image  of  my  Saint !  to  thee  I'd  bow, 

Were  it  not  flat  Idolatrie, 
To  think  thoult  hear  what  fcarcc  deafjhe  wil  do* 

In  hope  thy  lips  can  anfwer,  I. 
Yet  will  I  make  this  holy  u  fe  of  thee : 

The  looking  oft  on  thee  may  mind 
Me  of  that  more  refpe&dill  Deitie 

Thatto  my  prai'rs  may  be  enclin'd. 


On  Mrs.  E.  H  •  having  red  haire  on  her 
headj  and  on  her  leftjtde  a  pure  white 
lock  growing 

♦"TEH  me  no  more  of  Helen  fair, 
QiDapbM)  or  that  famous  pair 
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Of  lovely  Dames  whom  Jove  did  court 

And  tempted  to  his  bed  of  {port* 

Such  a  fair  wonder  I  fhal  tel 

The  Golden  age  cawi't  paralel  • 

Her  hair  the  richeft  Metal  yields, 

Whilft  {he  like  Ceres  gilds  the  fields  •  I 

And  her  fmooth  flefh  with  red  and  white 

So  fitly  mixt,  fo  purely  bright, 

While  the  choife  flow'rs  there  finile  fo  gay, 

She's  fair  as  Flora  frefh  as  M ay*  E 

Lillie  and  Rofe  dwell  in  her  ftce, 

In  ev'ry  look  and  fmile  a  Grace, 

And  in  whom  all  is  underftood 

What  we  count  either  Fair  or  Good* 

As  is  the  Saints  more  precious  head 
With  gilded  raies  environed  j 
So  'bout  this  Comet  you  fhal  fee 
The  Embieme  of  her  Deitie, 
Such  light  furrounds,  that  all  may  (ay 
'Tis  me  not  V habits  rules  the  day  ; 
While  thofc  loofe  flames  about  her  fpreadj 
Irradiate,  not  (hade  her  head* 
Let  me  adore  this  Saint-like  Shrinet 
Thcr's  trcafure  in  this  golden  mine : 
It  was  not  Jafon,  no ;  'twas  She 
That  cot  the  Golden  Flicce,  not  he* 
She  whofe  fwect  looks  and  glorious  hair 
Dart  like  warm  lightning  through  the  air : 
That  in  this  golden  ihow'r  of  love 
She  feems  like  Dmac  fit  for  Jovey 
And  the  gilt  threads  which  twiftcd  lie 
Wreathed  with  Arts  Embroaderie, 
About  her  Temples,  in  her  praife 
A  Garland  and  a  Crown  do  raiic* 
Why  mould  fond  Phnnfie  then  compare 
The  fadder  with  the  brighter  haire  * 
Black  trefles'comc  the  browner  hue 
To  fet  it  off  the  better :  yen 

Need 
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Need  no  luch  foile  5  your  Angel  face 
Wants  neither  beauty,  worth,  nor  grace. 

But  here  !  behold  afilver  beam 
Which  from  this  Blazing-ftar  doth  dream* 
And  in  fuch  curling  waves  doth  flow 
About  her  Ivory  breaft  below  $ 
White  as  the  foul  me  wears  within, 
Doth  fpeak  her  pure  and  free  from  fin  ! 
Not  the  blancht  fnow  or  Pearly  dew 
Of  Morn,  affords  a  brighter  hue. 
Here  is  that  Chriftal  milky  way 
Which  leads  (like  morning  to  the  day) 
To  Heav'n :  oh  thither  let  me  come 
And  climb  to  loves  Etyfium  \ 
So  fitly  on  her  left  fide  placet, 
And  with  fuch  beauty  it  is  grae'd, 
That  Nature  fure  when  this  fhe  gave  her, 
Bid  her  there  wear  it  as  her  favour. 

As  in  our  Heraldry  we  deem 
Thefc  colors  of  the  be  ft  efteem  , 
With  Sol  and  Luna  blazing  forth 
The  nobler  Arms  of  higher  worth  : 
So  Nature  haying  drawn  this  piece 
(Then  which  was  never  artifice 
So  neatly  pen'd  and  poliflit  o'r 
With  skilful  art  and  beauty  more) 
Rcfolv'd  for  its  great  worth  and  fame, 
To  put  it  in  a  Golden  frame. 
If  in  thefe  outward  parts  we  find 
Such  worth  y  what  bears  her  richer  mind  ? 

May  this  fair  grove  then  never  fade ! 
Or  be  by  blading  time  decaid ! 
May  age  ne'r  hoar  that  lovely  hair, 
Or  leave  that  golden  mountain  bare] 
May  not  thy  envious  kemb  prefume 
To  pluck  from  thee  one  precious  plume! 
But  if  you  ihed  a  hair  left  prove 
A  chain  to  lead  thy  captiv'cl  love 

Or 
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Or  let  *t  a  holy  Relique  be 
Preferv'd  to  after  ages  free. 
That  the  fucceeding  times  may  tell, 
This  from  the  Queen  of  Beauty  fell. 


Amoris  Somnium.T'0  Claraftella. 


T  Ovc  is  a  waking  dream,  where  both  the  mind 
'"'And  all  the  fenies  drownd  in  flecp  we  find  : 
Only  the  Phanfie  worketh,  that  doth  range 
And  to  athoufand  ftrange  Idaas  change. 
Vor  as  in  dreams  we  often  turn,  and  figh, 
And  groan,  as  if  we  were  about  to  die, 
Sometimes  we  ftartle  as  we  were  afraid, 
Then  breath  diftra&ed  words,  and  cry  for  aid: 
So  in  a  trance  true  Lovers  reftles  are, 
fraught  with  diforder'd  thoughts^  and  ful  of  care, 
So  fpeechles  too,  when  they  with  grief  oppreft 
Speak  fomewhat,  and  in  fighs  do  vent  the  reft. 
Stella !  when  thus  you  fee  me,  wake  me  pray; 
You  know  what  ayles  me,  though  I  nothing  lay. 


On  ClaraflellayT^/^. 

*  E  that  in  love  delight 
Approach  this  facred  Quire,  and  feaft  your  ears ! 

Whilft  me  the  fwceteft  Syrm  nngs, 
Whole  mufick  equals  the  harmonious  fpheres, 
And  perhaps  richer  pleafure  brings ! 
The  dying  Swan  or  Philomel 
O'th'  wood,  not  warble's  half  fo  wel ; 

OMerve 
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Obfcrve  the  cadence  where  eachdyinr  founi^ 
Creates  new  Eccho's  to  a  fife  rebound* 

Here's  mufick  to  the  /ight: 
She  looks  and  fings  with  fuch  Majeftide  grace, 

That  when  I  Claraflella  hear, 
She  more  than  woman  leems,  her  voice  and  face 

Taking  at  once  both  eie  and  care, 

That  which  of  thefe  two  fenfes  may 

Be  moft  refrefht,  is  hard  to  fay. 
To  glorifie  her  after  death,  Shee'l  ne'r 
Need  change  -y  She's  Angel  now,  and  Heav9n  is  her*, 


A  LoVe  Dialogue  between  Damon 
and  Stella. 

Qam.x  Prithee  Stella  why  fo  coy  ? 

*  Be  free  as  fair,  and  wec'i  enjoy 
New  pleafures  to  Eternitie* 
Stel.   •—  O  no  :  I  dare  not,  L 
Dam*  Nature's  Apoftate  wile  thou  prove, 
That  cements  all  with  love  ? 
When  all  her  creatures  coupled  are, 
Will  you  be  lingular  > 
Stel.    Though  all  were  Male  and  Female  made, 

Yet  none  fhal  me  invade* 
J)am.  View  but  our  mother  earth  whole  fruit 
Ads  all  the  glory  to  it! 
Where  all  things  generate  with  delight, 
Andfeeling  appetite. 
Stel,    I  don't  abjure  focictie, 

'T is  fate  commands  Antipathic. 
Dam*    The  Sun  whofe  powr'foll  influence 
Actuate?  each  foul  with  fence. 
Inflames  chad  Turtles  with  denies  5 
And  can  you  want/icft  fires? 


Stel. 
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$t il.    Yes :  and  that  bird  dial  imitate 

That  lircs  without  a  mace* 
t>  Am.    Th*  Arabian  foul  is  chaft  alone 
Becaufe  it  is  but  one  : 
For  had  wife  Nature  made  thern  two  * 
They  wu'd  like  Doves  andSparrows  do, 
SttU    Yet  tne  chaft  Phamx  is  admir'd, 
And  thought  the  rarcftbird. 
Dam,  No:  fheis  Natures  wonder,  'cmk 
She  only  breaks  her  laws  ; 
For  which  a  Martyr  in  defire, 
She  penance  doth  in  (ire. 
SuL    But  I  /hall  die  with  cold*  Dam,  How  then 

Can  you  inflame  us  men  ? 
StcL    Although  mine  eie  may  Iparkle,  yet 

My  heart  is  frozen  quite. 
C&tfVAf.  With  warm  embraces,  hot  defires, 
And  with  loyes  fofr  yet  aftivc  fires  $ 
T,et*s  warme  each  other  til  we  prove 
One  flaming  facrificc  to  Love* 


Claraflella  fUjlngjweetlj  on 
the  Lute. 

THat  empty  guts  of  bcafts,  and  hollow  wood, 

So  rare  a  lound  fhould  make,  what  mortal  wu*d 
Believe  ?  did  henocfec  what  heav'niy  hand 
Made  the  firings  move  and  breach,  at  whofe  command 
They  died,  or  Ecchoed  from  the  facred  Quire 
Lays,  did  our  fouls  as  vvel  as  them,  infpire  ? 
His  loft  Enridice  when  Orfbtus won, 
Alas,  his  skil  compared  with  thine,  was  none; 
He  only  taught  die  rocks  to  dance,  you  move 
Each  ftony  heart,  inflam'd  by  yow>  to  love  ; 

Then 


24 


20  Claraftella. 

Then  with  your  powr^ful  and  enchauntinghand 
Turn  us  to  ftones  agen,  and  make  us  ftand 
Like  unmov'd  Statues,  whilft  amazed  we 
Attend  the  voice  of  heav'ns-  bleft  harmonic, 
How  the  Gods  liften  to  her  graceful  ayrs 
Attentive  as  to  Saints  dcvouter  pray'rs  ? 
Wifking  fhec'd  in  thofc  dying  founds  expire 
In  fwanlike  extafie,  to  fii  their  quire ! 
Hark  how  fhe  whifpers  from  that  holy  bow'r, 
An  Ep'caph  for  each  wounded  Auditour ! 
While  from  her  fweeter  hand  the  warbling  lyre 
Borrows  that  fweetnes  we  fo  much  admire. 
Touch*  by  her  quickning  joints  the  active  firings 
Leap  to  exprefle  their  joys,  whilft  the  found  brings 
Such  new  delight  5 1  could  but  wifti  this  blifle. 
That  hearing  her,  I  had  no  fenfe  but  this. 


To  Claraftella.  Loves 
enter teinment. 

IX^Hen  Love  was  exild  Heav'n,  and  to  and  fro 
For  want  of  friends  did  here  a  begging  go. 
To  feek  relief,  in  this  fad  pilgrimage 
I  entertein'd  the  Youth  my  mznial  page* 
And  though  he  was  of  many  held  in  (corn, 
Yet  knew  I  he  was  of  a  Goddefle  born. 
For  whole  fair  fake  I  took  him  home,  and  laid 
Him  in  the  fairelt  lodging  that  I  had. 
I  doath'd  the  hungerftcrved  wretch  when  he 
Was  almoft  dead  for  cold  and  mifcry  • 
Daily  I  fed  him  with  my  fighs,  and  in 
My  tears  he  quencht  his  third  and  bath'd  his  skin* 
Encourag'd  thus  the  lad  grew  fawcie,  he 
Would  from  a  fcrvant  now  a  Matter  be* 

Firft 


25 

Claraflella.  21 

Firft  he  enticM  my  thoughts  and  cunlngly 
Wrought  their  confcnt  to  the  Confpiraeic; 
Then  he  faft  bound  my  ferrfes  by  fnrprife9 
That  fohe  might  at  th*  fwthote  of  mine  ey$ 
Bring  in's  Auociate  j  then  fet  th'  fort  on  fire, 
Having  betraid  the  brcafovairlis  to  defirc. 

You  are  that  Goddefle  hatcht  and  font  this  iptef 
1  therefore  do  forgive  Ills  treacherie. 
(Fair  Empreffe)  now  y'have  got  it  by  a  wile, 
l'i  teach  you  how  to  keep  it :  with  a  fmil  % 


On  Claraftelia  walking  in  the  Snow 

tbatdijfofoed  afjoonas  it  came  near 

her  or  the  ground  jbe  trodon. 

M7Hcn  Heav'ns  Mercurial  drops  flew  gently  down, 

As  they  would  cloath  not  pierce  the  ground  j 
Yet  they  no  fooncr  landed  and  fain  near 

Her  Glories,  but  'twixt  grief  and  fear 
Left  by  her  candor  thelr's  (hould  be  outvyd, 

In  Envies  tears  dtflblving  di'd. 
So  have  Ifeen  bright  falling  Stars  in  fhow, 

Quench  in  dark  gellies  here  below, 
When  they  falfe  Meteors  did  (defcended)  fpie 

A  truer  light  in  Stdia's  eie : 
Thus  not  hearts  only  when  her  warm  th  is  felt 

But  Saw  and  fire  ft  felf  do  melt. 


To 
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To  Claraflella.  Loves  Silence. 


Ay  me!  whenl 
Am  blind  with  paffion  why 
Should  my  bcft  reafon  fpeechlcfle  prcvc  ? 
Doth  joyes  exceffe 
(Which  words  can  nerc  exprcfle) 
In  filent  Rhctorick  fpcakc  my  love  ? 
If  Co;  each  fmother'dfighwil  vent  my  fmart, 
And  lay,  I  love  not  with  my  tongue,  but  heart. 

But  oh !  if  She 
(Blind  boy!)  mould  chance  to  be 
As  deaf,  as  my  difcourfe  is  dumb, 
He  nevermore 
Thy  Deitie  adore, 
Or  to  thee  'ere  for  refuge  come, 
O  when  thou  fee3 ft  me  ftand  thus  mute  and  blind, 
For  pitties  fake  (my  Stella  I )  then  be  kind ! 

Know  that  fuch  love 
Like  Heav'ns  comes  from  above, 
And  is  beyond  expreffion  large  ; 
Language  is  weak, 
And  fliould  1  urive  to  fpeak 
Words  would  but  leflea  not  difcharge. 
My  Loves  deep  Sea's  as  filent  as  profound ; 
Fui  Casks  ftand  mute,  only  theempty  found. 


Claraflella 
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YOu  fay  you  love  me,  nay  can  (wear  it  too, 
But  ftay  Sir  t'wil  not  doe  j 
I  know  you  keep  your  oachcs 
Juft  as  you  wear  your  doathes  $ 
Whilftnew,  andfrefli  in  fafluon  $ 
Bjit  once  grown  old  you  lay  them  by, 
Forgot  like  words  you  Ipeak  in  paflion, 
Tie  not  beDcve  you,  L 


To  Claraflella  a  frighted  at  the  fight  of 
a  Qats  fiery  eies  in  the  d^rh^which 
caufedher  tojhreik* 

"THy  fhril  voyce  piere'd  each  apprehenfive  eat 

Deep,  as  thy  heart  could  fmittcn  be  with  fear  • 
That,  it*  I  had  not  known  the  tongue,  I  could 
Ha'wifht  it  out ;  but  fince  fate  plcas'd  I  Should 
Be  thus  o'th*  fudden  thunder-urucken,  why 
Saw  I  no  lightning  from  thy  troubled  eie  ? 
Forewarned  thus  had  I  been  forearm'd,  and  though 
Prevented  not,  I  had  forcfeen  the  blow, 
Nc'r  weeping  Stag,  thus  frighted,  cry'd  So  loud 
Though  by  his  thirftie  foes  fo  dofe  purfif  d, 
As  thou  (fair)  Stella  at  the  fighrof  that 
Some  Heathen  worihip  as  their  God,  a  Cat^ 
VVhofe  glaring  eies  did  unexpected  fhine 
But  with  like  wonder  for  to  gaze  on  thine. 
And  as  they  at  fid  Moon  encreafe :  fo  now 
The  fulncls  of  your  glory  fweird  them  too. 
Since  lightning  flew  from  each  amaxed  eie, 
1  mar'l  not  fuch  a  clap  did  follow,  I. 

On 
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On  A  Fleabite  efpied  on  her 
fair  hand* 

OEhold  how  like  a  lovely  fragrant  Rofe 

u  MidftafairLilliebed, 

Or  fee  in  Pearl  like  a  bright  Rubie  mows, 

This  little  fpot  of  red  ! 
Art  could  not  die  a  Crimfon  half  Co  good 
As  this  was  made  by  th'  tincture  of  her  bioud. 

The  cunning  Leech  knew  that  the  richeft  bloud 

In  azure  veins  did  lie  j 
Choofmgthy  youne  foft  tender  flefh  for  food 

Refolv'd  thus  to  feed  high : 
Thus  beine  Ne&ar-fillM  and  fweU'd  with  pride, 
He  thinks  he's  now  to  you  by  bloud  alli'd. 

O  how  I  envy  thee  final  creature,  and 
Ev'n  wifh  thy  (hape  on  me. 

That  fo  I  might  but  kifle  that  facred  hand 
That  givethlife  to  thee ! 

That  which  I  hardly  now  can  coverM  kifle, 

Then  I  might  naked  touch  and  taft  my  blifie* 

And  though  for  drawing  fo  much  guilder  bloud 

Thou  wel  dcferv'ft  to  die, 
With  a  gold  chain  about  thy  neck,  I  wu'd 

Have  thee  kcut  daintilie 
As  Scaligtr's  was  in  a  dox  j  and  fhown 
As  Sulla's  gentle  Fairic  up  and  down. 


On 
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Ontbet^kingofan  Jmethifi  ring  from 

offClaxz&elhiS finger  asjbe 

was  fleefmg. 

npHou  facrcdftone  whofe  native  hcatprefervs 
A     Man  as  he  was  creaeed,  rational, 
Jnfufe  thy  virtues  tbrcugh  my  Opticfc  nervs ! 

Thus  while  thy  temp'rancc  I  behold,  I  /hal 
In  ftupid  draughts  my  health  and  reafon  ne'r  enthral* 

Rubies  that  moft  relcmblc  flames,  arc  fb 

Devoid  of  heat  no  fire  can  warm  them,  wine 
Thus  though  this  cheerfiil  ftonc  relembles  too 
Scorns  yet  to  ftoop  to  Bacchus  reeling  Vine 
Or  let  his  Oppium  prey  upon  his  fpritc  divine* 

Thou  more  enchanted  than  was  Gyges  ring 

Keep  tlien  my  fouls  eys  ope  while  others  lie 
Steept,  ortransform'dinwild  Lya usfing 
Io's  to  madnefs,  yet  do  thou  let  me 
Unfeen  but  to  my  felf  approach  this  Deitie. 

How't  blufhes  for  me  at  the  guilt  of  this 
High  facrilege !  Yet  though  from  her  I  got 

This  virtue  deeping, -(he  not  plundred  is. 
Fair  Sulla  wears  &  better  Antidote 
Both  for  and  'gainft  the  foiling  ficknefs :  wot  yo  u  wat  ? 


B  Lines 
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hroes  Expiration, 


B 


i  Y  cuftom  who  fo  bold  as  he 
That  cannot  fee  ? 
Yet  I  by  fad  experience  find, 
My  love's  moft  modeft  when  mine  eles  are  blind: 
Why  mould  my  coward  tongue  elfe  fear  to  tel 
My  (he  Pnyfician  I'm  notwel, 

Wriofe  only  art 
Can  cure  the  paflion  of  the  heart  ? 

Why  doft  thou  mow  fuch  crueltie 

(Young  Boy)  on  me  ? 
Waft  not  enough  to  wound  my  heart  ? 
Then  to  add  blindnefs  to  my  former  finart, 
But  make  me  fpeechlefs  that  I  cann't  comphin  ? 
Thus  hope  left  to  be  wel  again  ? 

Whatpunifhment 
Is  grief  that  cannot  find  a  vent  ? 

Ah  Cupid*!  if  thou  wilt  that  I 

For  her  muft  die 
Let  me  but  tel  her  firft  'twas  fhe, 
She  only  that  did  caufe  my  maladie. 
Affift  my  tongue  with  Co  much  courage,  I 
May  tel  her 'tis  for  her  I  die! 

Perhaps  my  grief 
May  thus  difcharg'd,  find  fome  relief. 


To 
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On  a  Cbrifial  Watch  prefented 
to  Clarailella. 

•yHou  careful  Steward  of  my  precious  time 
x  I  now  tranfmit  thee  to  a  hand  fublime 
And  heav'nty,  that  wil  guide  thy  mcafures  weJ, 
See  that  to  her  thou  truth  doft  alwaie  s  tel. 
When  me  lies  down  to  reft,  then  Watch  to  chufc 
Let  thy  foft  motion  quiet  fleep  infiife. 
iut  when  (he  waking  turns  her  in  her  bed 
Then  be  thou  nimbly  bufie  'bout  her  head. 
Put  her  in  mind  of  me  I  and  to  her  fay 
Though  (he  lies  ftil,  yet  the  time  poafts  away : 
Charge  her  not  lofe  it  then !  but  to  her  thow 
When  it  is  time  to  love  !  then  let  her  know 
That  as  thou  fo  I  reftlefs  watch  her,  and 
My  watchful  thoughts  a  guard  about  her  (land* 
Stand,  at  that  happy  hour,  I  find  her  kind, 
Then  let  thy  fpeedy  wings  no  motion  find. 
Go  tmlyfaft  wnen  fhe  retards  in  love, 
Then  poaft  to  fliort  the  time,  then  nimble  prove  ! 

True  Emblem  of  my  love  this  Watch  I  fend, 
Which  to  your  careful  keeping  I  commend : 
The  ballance  like  my  heart,  when  that  beats  flow 
Then  faft,  doth  my  oiforderd  paflions  (how ; 
The  firing  that  holds  al,  is  from  Cupids  lx>w  , 
If  that  (hould  break  alas  it  would  not  go : 
The  Chriftalcafe  that  keeps  it,  ismineeie, 
Through  which  you  may  the  fev'ral  motions  fple. 
The  Wheels  are  my  affections  which  wil  ftand, 
If  you  not  move  them  with  your  gentle  hand  : 
On  when  it  flowly  goes  then  raifc  it  higher, 
that  from  thy  touch  it  may  new  life  acquire ! 

B  t  'TJ* 
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*Tis  in  your  power  to  make  it  by  a  trick 
Go  fafl  or  flow,  by  turning  of  the  nick. 
Let  it  not  once  go  down !  Watches  you  know 
With  little  reft  they  oft  forget  to  go : 
Love  like  the  Sun  (hould  ever  a&ive  be, 
Which  when 't  declins,  it  rifeth  inftantly. 


Of  Love  and  Likjng* 


mmmm 


•T'O  like  or  not  to  like,  doth  lie 
In  the  eleftion  of  a  curious  eie : 

But  ihould  I  only  what  I  fee  approve, 
This  were  but  liking  and  not  love. 

Or  t'would  be  general,  as  Boys 
At  the  firft  fight  long  for  their  gloricus  toys: 
Which  they  embrace  til  frclh  varietie 

Shews  fairer  obje &s  to  the  eie* 

Go  Mufe  !  and  let  my  Stella  know 
I  like  her  perfon  wel :  but  tel  her  too  ! 
1  love  her  foul  with  mine,  and  thus  I  find 

When  out  of  fight  {he's  in  my  mind. 


Dialogue  between  Sylvio 
and  Mirtillo. 

Sy/.TTEI  me  (if  ever  you  did  feel 

The  pow'r  of  cvfids  fatal  fteel) 
Why  the  young  Tyrant  ads  difdein 
Thus  to  compleac  a  true  loves  pain  > 

Why 
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Why  faithful  Lovers  fcldom  prove 
Belov'd  again  of  thofe  they  love? 
Myrt.Oh  'tis  becaufc  true  Lovers  are 
Too  fcrvil  fond,  and  Women  care 
For  things  though  good  if  eafie,  left  • 
The  dear  and  hard  to  get  pleafe  btft* 
For  fhould  we  them  but  iefs  adore, 
They'd  punifh  lefs  and  love  us  more. 
Sjh    But  when  the  Araorift  doth  find 
His  love  rcbukt  by  fbme  unkind 
Repulfe,  why  doth  he  yet  admire  > 
And  with  fick  hopes  ftil  feed  defire  * 
HImfelf  affliding  thus  in  vain 
With  hopes  of  what  hecann't  obtein? 
Myrt.  All  Syhio  \  Love  is  a  difeafe 

That  doth  o'th*  vital  fpirits  ccaz£, 
Whofe  dregs  time  only  nuift  expel  ; 
Hunger  in  fick  folks  aoth  foretel 
Deaths  fad  approachjfo  loveiick  men 
When  that's  a  dying  rave  agen. 
Syl.    Why  doth  he  not  then  ftrugling  trie 
Or  to  (hake  off  this  Lethargie, 
Or  as  fome  peevifh  fick  men  ufe, 
Deny'd  what  they  would  have,  rcfufe 
All  comfort,  ana  with  like  difdein 
Since  She  defpifeshate  again  ? 
A/ytf  .True  lov's  not  like  an  Ague  fit 

That  doth  of  cold  and  heat  admit  > 
'Tis  a  quotidian  feaver  that 
With  conftant  heat  doth  thirft  create. 
That  with  its  warmth  doth  make  each  day 
Summer,  and  knows  no  Month  but  May. 

Repent  not  then  thy  wel  placet  love,  though  flic 
With  the  likecoynefs  flight  ksmodeftie] 
For  who  asks  doubting  left  he  fhould  obtWn, 
lnftrufts  his  M iftrefs  to  $  coy  d  ifdein, 

B  1  To 
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To  Claraflella. 

Lolpes  Conftancie. 

*  1$  no  terrcftrial  fire 
Doth  with  fuch  heat  my  brcft  infpire, 
For  then  your  beauties  Sun 
Had  lookt  it  to  pale  aihes  long  agon. 

*Tis  a  Promethean  flame 
JBrighc  as  die  Orbs  from  whence  it  came, 
So  heav'nly  and  divine, 
Immortal  too,  that  feeds  this  heart  of  mine. 

Think  not  (fair  Stella)  then 
That  I  can  be  ineonftant,  when 
That  love  can  never  die 
That  borrows  flames  from  your  celeftial  eie . 

To  Claraflella  upon  a  favour 

received  from  her  which 

Jhe  tied  in  my  hat. 

A/lAdam !  the  favour  I  received  from  you 
*^*       I  have  it  in  fuch  high  efteem 

That  men  might  juftly  deem 
Me  proud  of  it,  'caufc  to  the  open  view, 

■       mmm  a  a  mm       -  m*     Jm    mm  mm  mm  m  AjffV       *  mr+t      *•»*•*      1>*  A *» 


I  wear  it  alwaies  in  my  hat, 
There  to  be  wondred  at* 


Ruling 


35 

ClarafteUa* 

Ruling  In  chief  there  in  bright  Majeftie 
It  doth  command  all  caps  to  vail 
And  fay  to  it,  all  hail ; 
As  if  they  fpi'd  in  that  fome  Deitie, 
The  colours  they  are  fo  divine 
And  with  fuch  raks  do  mine. 

As  forreign  (hips  yield  homage  whey  they  fee 
Great  Britaiui  ftrcamers  fpread  on  high 
And  purpling  all  the  skie  : 
So  when  thefe  Rohe  royal  colours  be 
Difplaid,  then  each  Spe&atour  knows 

That  they  arc  yours,  and  bows; 

Juno's  gay  bird  boafts  not  fo  brave  a  plume 
Nor  in  its  greacefl  pride  doth  mine 
Like  mis  fair  flow'r  of  thine. 
Me  thinks  I  look  like  Memnony  could  aflame 
A  generals  place  and  overthrow 
Englams  refitting  foe. 

A  Beftor  fit  for  Mats  or  Venus  war 
Under  thefe  colours  I  could  fight 
Me  thinks  both  day  and  night ; 
Attempt  bold  deeds,  kii  thole  my  rivals  are, 
And  through  revenge  on  each  black  tongue 
That  fhal  thy  honour  wrong. 

Wonder  not  at  this  valour !  fori  know 
Under  your  favour,  I  would  conquer  you. 


B  4  Qartfellas 
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ClaraflellaV  fadiftmmh 


1V/JY  heart  was  flaln  when  none  was  by 
But  only  you  and  I; 
Dili  ft  it  klf  do  this  aft  ? 

No :  a  ftrange  hand  did  moot  that  dare 
Which  peire'd  fo  deep  my  heart, 
Nor  could  I  do  the  fad. 

Then  I'm  o'th'  faft  acquitted,  now 
The  guilt  muft  lie  on  you  $ 
I  wil  enquire  no  further  • 

The  proof  is  plain,  the  Boy  that  lies 
Hid  in  your  cruel  eics, 
Did  do  this  wicked  murthcr. 

Witnefs  your  lips  all  ftaind  with  red, 
They  fpeak  who  did  the  deed, 
The  Crimfon  bloud  flicks  there  * 

And  makes  them  at  each  blufli  confefs 
(For  tliey  dare  do  no  left} 
And  cry  we  guiltie  are. 

Your  pale  and  fclf-accufing  look 
As  foon  as  ere  he  ftroofc 
Proclamd  you  accefTorie  2 

And  your  diftorted  angry  brow 

Your  fill  aflent  did  fhow, 
To  make  my  death  a  Storie. 

In  your  hearts  trembling  doth  appear 
Your  more  than  guilty  fear : 
Yoit'r  by  your  tongue  bewraid, 

Which  filently  accufing,  tels 

That 'twas  by  you,  none  els, 
My  heart  was  firft  betraid, 
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By  figns  thus  murther's  oft  reveal'd 
Though  it  lie  long  concealM : 
This  doom  I  wiih  you  then, 

If  ftil  a  cruel  mind  you  bear, 

May  each  man  prove,  when  ere 
You  love,  unkind  agen. 


On  the  loft  of  a  GoU'Open-ring  in 
which  fome  of  Claraftella  x 
hair  wcu  enclofed. 

I~)Ear  Gold  not  in  thy  own  felf  precious  now, 

But  for  that  more  intrinfic  value  thou 
Enclofeft,  which  rich  treafurc  makes  thee  mare 
Rerln'd,  and  hallow'd  than  thou  waft  before, 
(Though  had  that  finger  dropt,  thou  once  didil  grace, 
\  had  fufteind  that  fatal  iofs  with  lefc 
Regret)  Farwei !  Yet  thou  dear  Relique  that 
Li'fthere  entombd  and  buried  in  this  vam 
Of  Indian  clay,  which  now  thy  corps  muft  hold  , 
Thou  didft  deferve  a  richer  urn  than  gold* 

May  then  that  happy  he  dial  find  dice,  kifs, 
And  then  adore  this  unknown  Shrine  of  blifs! 
Whofe  worth,  fince  he  can  never  know,  but  fear 
Some  magick  fpels  within,  and  Co  not  dare 
To  wear  thee  :  thus  afflicted,  may  he  bring 
It  back  to  me,  and  I'l  uncharm  the  King* 

But  thee  in  vain  en  earth,  I  hope  to  fee, 
He  fearch  the  Heavens,  for  there  thou  next  wilt  be  i 
And  whereas  Berenices  hair  was  cut, 
And  at  the  Lyons  feavn-ftard  tail  was  put, 
Thy  hair  (hai  (hineytt  higher  in  his  head, 
Awl's  neck  ihal  with  this  Ring  be  collared. 

B  J  To 
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To  Claraflella/^y^  (be  would  commit 
berfelfe  toaNunnerie. 

c  Tay  Claraflella,  prithee  (lay  ! 

^Recal  thofe  frantick  vows  again ! 

Wilt  thou  thus  caft  thy  felf  away 

As  wel  as  me  in  fond  difdain  i 
Wilt  thou  be  cruel  to  thy  felf  ^  chaftife 
Thy  harmlcfs  body,  'caufeyour  pow'rruleics 
Have  charm'd  my  fcnfcs  by  a  ftrange  furprife? 

Is  it  a  fin  to  be  bclov'd  ? 

If  but  the  caufe  you  could  remove 

Soon  the  effect  wou'd  be  rcmov'd : 

Where  Bcautie  is,  there  wil  be  love. 
Nature  that  wifely  nothing  made  in  vain, 
Did  make  you  lovely  to  belov'd  again  : 
And  when  fuch  beauty  tcmpts,can  love  refrain? 

When  Hcav'n  was  prodigal  to  you, 

And  you  with  beauties  glory  ftor'dj 

He  made  you  like  himielf  for  view, 

To  be  beheld,  and  then  ador'd  : 
Why  fhould  the  Gold  then  fear  to  fee  that  Sun, 
That  form'd  itpure?why  mould  you  live  a  Nun, 
And  hide  thofe  raies  Heav  n  gave  to  you  aim? 

Oh  do  not  exile  Natures  blifs ! 

Do  not  Eclipfe  fo  great  a  Sun ! 

lmprifon  not  a  Paradife 

In  a  Religious  dungeon  I 
Let  die  foul  witch  laze  in  her  fmokie  eel  \ 
Onely  black  toads  in  reclufc  vaults  do  dwel ; 
Fair  Angels  live  in  light,  the  foul  in  Hel# 
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I  know  'twas  you  fair  thief  that  ftofc 

My  heart  away  $  nor  thus  content 

Your  cruel  eies  then  pickt  a  hole 

In  that  which  ne'r  before  was  rent. 
And  doft  thou  now  this  heart  hence  think  to  carrie  ? 
Or  being  guilty  darft  no  longer  tarry, 
And  fo  to  fhreive  thee,  fly 'ft  to  San&uarie  ? 

Nor  is  this  all  $  your  theft  was  higher 

Than  was  Prometheus^  who  did  take 

From  Heav'n  that  quick  infpiring  fire, 

Of  clods,  MSy  living  men  to  make : 
You  to  Heav'ns  treafurie  did  find  a  way 
Where  all  the  Beauties  and  the  Virtues  lay, 
And  thence  by  rapine  didft  them  all  convey. 

Guiltic  of  which  high  facrilege, 

Doft  thou  now  mean  to  fatisfie 

The  Gods,  and  give  thy  body  pledge 

To  expi'ate  thy  fouls  thcevcric  ? 
Stay  Votrelle .'  enter  not  this  Nunnerie  ! 
For  thus  thou  wilt  but  draw  more  guilt  on  thee, 
By  tempting  others  to  Idolatrie : 

For  when  thy  Glory  they  (hal  fee, 

Either  they'i  all  forget  to  pray  ; 

Or  what's  as  bad,  they'l  pray  to  thee, 

And  turn  devotion  to  play  ; 
Nor  wil  the  Gods  unto  thy  prai'rs  incline, 
If  thou  fhouldft  itil  continue  deaf  to  mine. 
Stay  then  fair  Saint !  and  make  my  bed  thy  /brine  ! 

Thy  felf  a  holy  Temple  art 

"Where  Love  (hal  teach  us  both  to  pray, 

l'l  make  an  Altar  of  my  heart, 

And  Incenfe  on  thy  lips  wil  lay. 
Thy  mouth  lhai  be  my  Oracle  ;  and  then 
For  beads  we'ltel  our  kifles  o'r  agen, 
Til  they  brcath'd  from  our  fouls,  {hal  cry  Amn, 

The 
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The  Quaere. 
What  is  Love} 


^Tpls  a  child  of  Phanfics  gating, 

Brought  up  between  Hoft  and  Fear, 
Fed  with  fmiles5£rown  by  uniting 

Strong,  andfo  kept  by  Dcfire  : 
'Tis  a  perpetual  Veftal  fire 

Never  dying, 
Whofe  fmoak  like  Incenfe  doth  alpirc, 
Upwards  flying. 


It  is  a  loft  Magnetick  (lone, 

Attracting  hearts  by  fympathiej 
Binding  up  clofe  two  fouls  in  one. 

Both  difcourfing  fecretlic : 
'lis  the  true  Gordian  knot  that  ties 

Yetne'runbindsj 
Fixing  thus  two  Lovers  cies 
Afwel  as  minds. 


'Tis  the  fpheres  heavenly  harmonic 

Where  two  skilful  hands  do  (hike  $ 
And  every  found  exprefli vely 

Marries  fwectly  with  the  like  • 
'Tis  the  worlds  everlafting  chain 

That  all  things  ti'd, 
And  bid  them  like  the  fixed  wain 
Unmov'd  to  bide. 


•Til 
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*Tis  Natures  law  inviolate, 

Confirmed  by  mutual  confent 
Where  two  diilike,like,lovc,and  bate, 

Each  to  the  others  fill  contents 
'Tis  the  Carcfs  of  every  thing  j 

The  Turtlc-dovcj 
Both  birds  and  beads  do  offrings  bring 
To  mighty  Love. 

*Ti$  th* Angels  jcy,  the  Gcds  delight,  Mans  Uift, 
'Tis  all  in  all:  without  love  nothing  is* 


To  Claraflella  on  SuValentines 
day  morning. 

HArk  how  the  Lyrick  Chorifters  o*th*  wood 
Warble  their  cheerful  noats !  which  underftocd 
Would  make  us  think  they  woo'd  and  fpake 
In  pure  TibullM  phrafe,  when  he  did  take 
His  Lesbia  to  him  •  how  they  fing 

And  chirp  it  merrily 
To  welcome  in  that  verdant  fpring 
Which  makes  our  blood  run  high ! 

Arife  then  heavy  Mufe !  now  winter's  done 
And  the  warm  pleafant  Summer  is  begun  ; 

Arife  !  and  charge  ^Aurora  wake, 
And  weare  her  beft  array  for  this  dates  /ike  I 
Salute  her  firft  whom  I'd  injoy  , 

And  then  let  all  the  nine 
To  their  fwcet  mufick  dance  and  Zing 
That  this  daies  Ydm'w. 


Great 
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Great  BiAiop!  whofemore  facrcd  memorie 
Crowns  this  blcft  day  with  due  folemnitie, 

Let  me  invoke  thy  holy  Shrine 
To  guide  me  to  another  Valentine  ! 

Lend  me  thy  urns  fair  light  awhile 

With  the  Morns  brighter  eies, 
To  find  that  happy  Shee,  and  ileal 
Upon  her  by  furprife. 

Affift  me  Jove !  in  thy  gilt  fhowrs  convey 
Me  to  the  bed  to  my  bright  Danae  ! 

Left  I  be  blafted  or  betrai'd 
By  the  quick  cies  of  fome  crackt  chambermaid 
Got  up  on  purpofe  to  be  feen  *y 

And  though  fhe  ftand  i'th'  way, 
Blind  me  t'all  but  my  Valentine  I 
Til  I  approach  her  day  / 

Or  lend  me  Gym  old  enchanted  ring 
That  I  may  walk  invifible !  and  bring 
Me  thus  lockt  up  in  clofe  difguife 
To  the  bleft  place  where  this  fair  beauty  lies  / 
Thus  undifcem'd  VI  pafs  the  ftrcet, 

Nor  fee,  nor  yet  be  teen 

Of  any  until  wc  two  meet 

(My  dcareft  Valentine.} 

Some  draw  their  Valentines  by  lotterie 
Whom  they  perhaps  ne'r  faw  before,but  I 

Make  a  far  wifer  choice  in  mine, 
Where  Love  clefts  difcreetly  by  defign  : 
Some  on  their  hats  in  wafer  fcrowl 

Their  names  have  charaftVcdj 
Z  on  my  heart  thy  name  enroul, 
More  eafie  to  be  read. 

Seethe  true  windows  of  the  perfunTd  Eaft  ! 

Breathing  fuch  odours  that  each  fenfe  may  feaft 

&  To 
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To  luxurie  !  oh  'twould  fuffice 
To  live  but  one  hour  in  this  ParadifeJ 
Then  haftc  to  kifle  her  balmie  hand, 

Tokifsherihal  I  fear  ? 
1*1  gently  draw  the  curteins,  and 
Let  the  bright  day  appear. 

Behold  where  Inntsence  her  felf  doth  lie 
Clad  in  her  white  array !  Fair  Deitie  ! 

I'l  onely  print  upon  her  dewy  lip 
One  loving  kils  and  io  away  will  part. 

Shee  wakes,  andbluihes  on  each  cheek 

So  red,  that  I  may  fay 
There  on  each  fide  doth  truly  break 
The  dawning  of  the  day. 

Startle  not  Faireft  !  It  is  I  am  come 
Like  th'Perfian  to  adore  the  riling  Sun  : 

I'm  come  to  view  that  fight  wou'd  make 
The  good  old  man  ey'n  for  thy  onely  fake 
Wi(h  him  alive  agen,  to  fee 

Such  a  fair  Saint  of 's  name, 
Whofe  virtues  propagate  in  thee 
To  his  eternal  fame. 

*Tis  I  am  come*  who  but  a  Friend  before 
Am  hap'ly  now  by  fate  adopted  more, 
A  brother  or  what  els  you  deem 
To  be  more  ncer,  or  of  more  high  eftecm. 
I'm  come  to  joyn  in  facrifice 

To  our  dear  Valentine  *y 
Where  I  muft  offer  to  thine  eics, 
Knowing  no  other  Shrine. 

Large  Hecatombs  of  kiflcs  I  wil  lay 
On  th'altar  of  thy  lips,  that  men  may  fay 

By  their  continuance  we  are  true, 
And  wil  keep  fo  this  yca^nor  change  for  new* 

The 
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The  birds  inftrud  us  to  do  Co, 

The  feafon  too  invites  y 
When  fpring  conies  they  a  billing  go, 

As  wc  to  our  delights. 

Each  am'rous  Turtle  now  his  Mate  doth  chute* 
Whom  Nature  for  that  year  by  pow'rful  ufe 

Taught  to  be  conftant :  fhal  not  wee 
Who  love  with  rcafon  be  as  firm  and  free  ? 
Here  then  our  league  let  us  begin, 

And  from  this  minute  count 
Thoufands  of  kifles  that  within 
This  year  (hal  thus  amount. 

How  fweet  ihee  breaths !  the  Zephyre  wind  that  blows 
FreftS  fragrant  odours  on  the  modeft  Role 

Sends  forth  not  half  fo  pure  a  fmel 
As  that  which  on  thy  chafter  lips  doth  dwel : 
Here  in  this  holy  Temple  I 

Could  fix  eternally, 
And  pay  thefe  vows  until  I  die 
Pitied  of  none  but  thee. 

Me  thinks  my  arms  now  grafp  a  trea&re  more 
Worth  than  both  Indies  valued  double  o'r. 

'Tis  pitty  we  fhould  ever  part, 
I  (hould  be  poor,  if  rob'd  of  thee  my  heart : 
The  t'other  kifs,  and  though  I  furfct  on 

The  fweetneis  of  thy  breath, 
The  blame  Ihal  lie  me  on  alone : 
Who'd  not  die  fuch  a  death  ? 
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To  ClaxzMUinaflormeatSea.  \ 

!:! 

OE  not  afraid  (fair  Venus  of  the  Sea  ) 

Thefe  waves  but  haftc  to  view  thy  Majeftiq 
Glad  to  receive  thee  thus  in  (hoals  they  croud 
With  plaudities  expre fling  joys  aloud: 
Neptune  refults  and  with  his  watry  lip 
Gladly  faluteth  that  more  happy  (hip 
That  bears  fo  rich  a  treafure  ;  knowing  that 
He  a  more  precious  gem  did  ne'r  create : 
Thus  Triton  and  the  Seagreen  Gods  do  wear 
Their  frefh  and  beft  array  when  you  appear  j 
As  Virgins  welcom  fpring*  whereas  before 
With  fad  ftil  blacknefs  they  ftood  clouded  o'r  : 
Thus  the  proud  billows  come  but  to  admire. 
To  raife  thy  worth  and  thus  advance  thee  higher  j 
While  they  obfequiou  fly  about  you  throng 
To  guard  your  perfon,  not  to  do  you  wrong  : 
Thus  they  approach  with  pure  affeftion 
Offering  their  backs  for  you  to  ride  upon  j 
Where  if  the  waters  troubled  do  appear 
'Tis  'canfe  they  in  your  brow  fufped  a  fear. 
You  great  Commandrefs  both  by  Sea  and  Land, 
Why  fhouldyou  then  fear  ought?  at  whofe  command 
Rough  Boreas  and  the  Ocean  doth  obey, 
And  to  its  Queen  thus  tribute  ftrives  to  pay. 

I  am  this  Ship  toft  in  the  waves  of  fear, 
You  the  Pole-ftar  by  which  I  only  fleer  ; 
Love  the  unskilful  Pilot  cannot  fail 
Homewards  if  you  not  blow  a  gentle  gale 
From  your  fweet  Zephire  breath  and  fend  relief, 
Twil  fuffer  fhipwrack  in  a  Sea  of  grief. 
In  your  fmooth  face  let  but  a  calm  appear, 
Both  fhal  be  happy  and  both  free  from  fear. 

?o 
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H 


To  her,  the  Storm  ceo/pig. 

Ow  Ncftum  fmilcs  to  view  this  Deitic 
Which  all  the  hoarie  Gods  amaz'd  to  fec> 
Arc  at  a  ftand  and  cannot  move 
When  they  behold  this  Queen  of  Love  1 

Thy  brow  not  wrinkled  now  with  fear,  tlie  fea 
Relumes  its  fmoothnefs  by  a  Sympathie  : 

And  whilft  thou  fmifft  the  rougher  main 

Is  levcll *d  to  a  verdant  plain. 

A  happy  Halcyon  calmnefs  fits  upon 

The  equal  face  of  all  the  Ocean : 

And  not  a  wave  his  head  dares  (how 
While  thus  in  triumph  you  do  go. 

With  fuch  fair  Wind  and  Weather,  oh  let  me 
Sail  alwaies  !  and  I  ne'r  fhal  fea-fick  be  I 


Ok  Claraflella  walkjng  in 
her  Garden. 


cEchow  Flora  fmiles  to  fee 
*^This  approaching  Deitie  1 
Where  each  herb  looks  young  and  green 
In  prefence  of  their  comming  Queen ! 
Ceres  with  all  her  fragrant  (tore, 
Could  never  boaft  fo  fwect  a  flow'r  j 
While  thus  in  triumph  (lie  doth  go 
The  greater  Coddefs  of  the  two. 

*  Here 
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Here  the  Violet  bows  to  greet 
Her  with  homage  to  her  feet  i 
There  the  Lilly  pales  with  white 
Got  by  her  reflexed  light ; 
Here  a  Rofe  in  Crimfon  die 
Blufhcs  through  her  modeftie  5 
There  a  Panfie  hangs  his  head 
'Bout  to  (hrink  into  his  bed, 
'Caufe  fo  quickly  (he  pad  by 
Not  returning  fuddenly  5 
Here  the  Currans  red  and  white 
In  yon  green  bum  at  her  fight 
Peep  through  their  (hady  leavcs,and  cry 
Come  eat  mc,  as  (he  paffes  by$ 
There  a  bed  of  Camomil, 
When  (he  preffcth  it  doth  (me! 
More  fragrant  than  the  pcrfunV d  Eaft, 
Or  the  Pncsnix  fpicie  nelt ; 
Here  the  Pinks  in  rowes  do  throng 
To  guard  her  as  (he  walks  alone  , 
There  the  fiexive  Turnfole  bends 
Guided  by  rhe  raies  (hee  fends 
From  her  bright  eies,  as  if  thence 
It  fuckt  life  by  influence ; 
V Vhilft  She  the  prime  and  chiefeft  flowV 
In  all  the  Garden  by  her  pow'r 
And  onely  life-infpiring  breath 
Like  the  warm  Sun  redeems  from  death 
Their  drooping  heads,  and  bids  them  live 
To  eel  us  Shec  their  fweets  did  give. 


On 
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On  the  lofs  ^/ClaraildlaV 
black  fin. 

•TEl  me  (fair  wonder !  )  when  the  gentle  air 

Courted  your  wanton  hair, 
And  hov'ring  'bout  your  face  did  beg  a  kif$> 

Proud  of  fo  great  a  blifs, 
Why  did  your  envious  Fan  to  it  denic 

So  chart  a  libertie  ? 
Nor  yet  contented  oneJy  thus  to  do 

Why  did  you  hide  it  too  ? 
Why  did  you  blind  thofe  lamps  which  both  adorn, 

And  can  miflead  the  Morn  ? 
Believe  me  'twas  unkindly  done  to  skreen 

That  light  was  to  be  feen. 
Though  the  bright luftre  of  your  orient  && 

Like  the  more  pow'rful  skies 
Or  dazles  me,  or  fets  my  heart  on  /ire 

When  I  fo  high  afpire, 
Your  Baf 'lisk  look  with  its  bewitching  art 

Though  it  ftrike  dead  my  heart, 
And  I  ftand  Planet-ftruck  when  e'r  1  view 

Sofairaftar  as  you; 
Yet  do  I  languifh  like  the  drooping  night 

In  abfenceof  your  light ; 
(For  by  your  beams  fuch  warmth  I  do  receive 

By  which  alone  I  live  ) 
That  if  you  draw  a  cloud  before  this  light, 

'Tiswith  me  darkeft  night. 
When  Morpheus  once  had  on  my  drowfie  bed 

His  fable  mantle  fpread 
And  drawn  the  curtains  of  Heav'ns  Canopie, 

Had  vcild  the  ftarry  skie, 
In  this  Cimmerian  {lumber  as  I  lay, 
Me  thought  I  wilht  for  day, 

Expefting 
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Expcfting  when  the  rofie-fingrcd  Morn 

Should  the  black  earth  adorn, 
When  with  his  early  raies  he  fhould  affright 

The  miitie  (hades  of  night* 
At  lafthe  came,  and  I  beheld  his  Heeds 

Deckt  in  their  Royal  weeds, 
And  fair  Aurora  purpling  all  the  skie, 

Enlightned  ev'ry  cie, 
How  glad  was  1 1  and  wifht  that  never  night 

Might  mask  fo  great  a  light. 
You  were  that  phofpber  I  thus  long'd  to  fee 

Hid  in  oblcuritie; 
And  now  your  luftre  breaks  forth  like  the  day 

Clad  in  her  belt  array. 
Oh  happy  lofs !  by  which  J  gain  3  fight 
As  precious  as  the  light: 


To  Claraflella  on  a  Nofegay  of  flowers 
which  fbe  wore  at  her  bofome. 

iF  Bees  extract  their  fwcetnefs  from  each  flowY, 
AAs  thefe,  theirs,  from  pur  breaft  5 1  thee  dcrour 
Alive  then  (  Stella ! )  when  I  honey  eat ; 
Rare  food !  than  Attick  flow,rmcl  far  more  fwcet ! 
Yet  as  rob  d  flow'rs  preferve  their  fmel,  ftil  fair, 
So  thefc  freih  in  thy  bofomes  garden  are, 
Though  blown  on,  whofe  fweet  dewes  and  Sun  above. 
Make  them  grow  there  feed  us,  (til  fragrant  prove. 
There's  fcarce  a  fenfe,  but  thofe  thy  flow'rs  delight, 
They  pleafe  the  touch,  the  taft,  the  finel,  the  fight } 
Yet  thou  the  choileft  doft  this  all,  and  nioe, 
Thou  fweedy  doft  our  hearing  ravifh  too. 

Since  like  thole  fubtle  Chymifts  then,  you  take 
Swectnefs  from  them  too,  one  more  cxaft  to  make, 

Thy 
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Thy  felf,  which  Neftar  art,  oh  hiv'd  might  I 
Feed  on  thy  Honey,  and  there  melting  lie ! 


Song, 


iWvtfl  my  head  with  fragrant  Rofe 
*That  on  fair  Flora'*  b of omt  grows ! 
Diftend  my  veins  with  purple  jvyce 
That  mirth  may  through  my  foul  diffufe\ 
'Tis  Wine  and  Love,and  love  in  wine, 
Infpires  our  youth  with  flames  divine* 

Thus  crown'd  with  Paphian  myrtk,  I 
In  Cy prion Jbades  wil  bathing  tie, 
tvhofefnowif  too  much  cooling,  then 
Bacchus  Jhal  warm  my  blood  agen. 
'Tis  Wine  and  Lovc,efr. 

Life's  fmty  and  winged  pfeafures  flie ; 
Who  mourning  live,  do  living  die : 
On  down  and  flatids  then  Swan-Hty  I 
jyil  ftrttch  my  limbs >  andfmgmg  die. 

'Tis  Wine  and  Love,  and  love  in  wine 
Infpires  our  youth  with  flames  divine. 


On  Claraflella  difcovered  Jleeping 
in  her  bed. 


c  Lecp  gentle  foul !  and  may  a  quiet  reft 

Keep  her 
Afflift  her 
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No  fearful  fhapes  or  Apparitions 
Difturb  her  (lumbers  through  fad  vlfions ! 
1  charge  thee  ftl&tpbtots  thou  pale  God  of  deep, 
See  thou  from  her  diftempers,  ftartings  keep  I 
Let  all  her  dreams  be  Golden  !  let  them  taftc 
Of  hcav'nly  pleafures  !  let  them  all  be  chad 
Delights,  Embraces,  Wifhcs,  and  fuch  new 
And  proip'rous  hopes,  as  may  at  length  prove  true  1 
Show  her  rich  Crowns  and  Garlands !  then  let  love 
Chaft  as  her  deep,  fuch  as  the  Gods  above 
Enjoy,  fteal  in  her  mind,  and  reprefent 
The  perfect  Image  of  her  bleft  content  I 
There  let  her  fix  and  entertain  awhile 
A  parley  with  her  thoughts  !  then  let  her  irnile 
As  pteas'd  at  th'  conference,  or  fbtne  other  way 
By  a  foft  figh  let  her  her  love  betray  ! 
Thus  pleale  each  fenfe  with  various  delight 
And  with  frefli  fights  prevent  her  appetite ! 
Thus  let  her  flceo  ftcure,  that  (he  m»y  find 
At  once  both  eafc  in  body  and  in  mind  ! 

I  charge  you  wake  her  not  /no  noifc  drawnccf 
Her  bed  to  whifper  in  her  quiet  ear  ! 
See  how  my  charms  have  workt !  behold  (he  lies 
Like  Innocence  her  feJf  in  white  Ihereics 
Shut  'gainft  all  worldly  vanitie,  do  (how 
How  little  (he  regards  this  earth  below  : 
Her  foul  within,  though  active,  yet  is  ftil, 
Which  fpeaks  the  calmnefs  of  her  inward  will. 
The  Zephyre  wind  doth  not  more  gently  blow 
Norwitnfo  foft  or  (til  a  motion  flow 
As  her  fwcet  breath  from  her  •  here  we  may  find 
The  even  pace  of  a  wei-tempcr'd  mind. 

Blcfs  me  !  what  thoughts  poflefs  my  ravimt  foul, 
And  ftir  my  blood,  I  can  them  not  controul ! 
I'm  all  enfiam'd  ♦  and  yet  I  dare  not  do 
What  the  fair  harmle fs  object  prompts  me  too. 
She  ftirrs  •  Oh  !  I  muft  vani(h  quickly  heircc^ 
Left  Iihculd  wake  her.  with  fome  violence. 

To 
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To  her  at  departure* 


THey  crre 
That  think  wc  parted  are 
Two  fouls  in  one  we  carry, 
Half  of  which  though  it  travel  far 
Yet  both  at  home  do  tarry* 
The  Sun 
When  farthefl:  offat  Noon 
Our  bodies  (hade  draws  nighen 
My  foul  your's  fhadow,  when  I'm  gone, 
Waits  clofcr  through  defirc* 
Dear  heart 
Then  grkve  not  'caufe  we  part^ 
Since  diftance  cannot  fevers 
For  though  my  body  walks  apart 
Yet  I  am  with  you  ever. 


—    I    1>Tnair-JWTrW 





ElegiackSong, 


TE»i  meyefloudsjeur  tears !  6b  mm  ! 
^Lend  me  at  Neptun'/  rp atry  flare 
When  be  drownd  all  mankind !  thai  I 
May  in  this  deluge  itmn  and  did 
She's  dead  to  me :  unhappy  fate. 
That  love9  which  burnt  fo  clear  of  latc7 
Is now  extinft :  oh  help  I  and  I 
wit  weep  hers  end  mm  obfequk* 


To 
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To  Cupid  Song.  ; 

*J*Hou  that  ha(lfiot  fo  many  hearts 

With  thy  enchanted  darts  * 
(Toung  Archer  I)  if  thou  baft  one  more 

In  alt  thy  fiore, 
Send  it ?  oh  fend  it  to  my  Love, 
Wing'dwtih  the  feathers  of  thy  Mothers  Dove\ 

j! 

Or  bead  it  with  the  fame  defire, 

Thou  didfl  my  Jhaft  enfpire  ' 
Or  ta\$  thine  arrow  bac\from  me  ! 

%Tis  crueltie 
Sometimes  not  to  be  cruel :  Oh ! 
Or  finite  both  hearts,  or  els  unbend  thy  bow  ! 


To  a  Lady  wearing  a  Loohjing-glafi 
at  her  girdle. 

GAze  not  on  that  fair  Mirrour,  where  you  fee 
Nought  but  the  fhadow  of  your  frailtie  lie  5 
Where  bcautic  ftaies  no  longer  then  you  look 
On  the  gilt  outfide  of  that  rotcen  look 
Your  felfj  where  all's  but  duft  without,and  fuch 
Foul  leaves  within :  why  then  admir'd  fo  much? 
Since  nothing  can  be  lov'd  but  what  hath  been 
Known  to  the  fence,  or  to  the  eic  bin  feen, 
Why  Should  youdoat  upon  t hat  face  which  you 
Never  yet  faw,  nor  have  the  pow'r  to  do } 
Whole  very  ihapewhen  you  have  often  pri'd 
And  re-exatnin'd  every  part,  and  fpi'd 
With  (tri&efteie  each  line,  and  fymmctrie, 
Is  dean  forgot,  when  ycu  remove  your  cie : 

C  Which 
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Which  ufualinftance  may  inftruft  you  not 
To  ftudie  that,  which  is  fo  foon  forgot. 

Since  you  nor  fee  your  ferf,nor  look  upoft 
That  form  but  thus  by  meer  reflection: 
How  know  you  ?  or  why  think  you  are  fair  ? 
Is  it,  'caufe  fond  admirers  fay  you  are, 
For  want  of  judgement }  or  fome  flattring  Afie> 
Or  this  a  great  deal  more  diiTcmbling  glafle 
Tcls  a  fair  ftorie  to  your  crcd'lous  cie, 
V  Vil  you  believe  (uch  Romance  hiftorie  > 
When  the  fpruce  gallant  courts  your  hand,  and  vows 
Saluting  it,  ne  nothing  whiter  knows, 
Then  gazing  upward  on  that  heav'nly  fphere, 
Swears  you  are  Angela-like  beyond  compare, 
Excelling  all  your  lex,  can  you  conceive 
That  to  be  true,  which  he  did  lcafl  believe  ? 
When  th*  am'rous  youth  looks  Babies  in  your  cies 
And  through  Loves  flatt'ring  optick  he  efpies 
At  the  wrong  end  a  world  or  beautie  there, 
Blinded  with  paffion  thus  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 
When  he  protefb  he  thinks  he  fees  in  you 
Some  God-like  form,  can  you  believe  it  too? 
When  knowing  men  diffemble  truth ;  alas  ! 
Wil  youthen  truft a  dumb  deceitful  glafs  ? 
Embrace  your  felfe  ?  and  like  Narcijfus  pore 
Upon  that  Chriilal  til  you  ftart  a  fiovv'r  ? 

Which  fades  as  foon  as  blown ,  )  admiring  more 
That  part  your  felfe,  then  others  all  the  ftore? 
Then  quit  that  coz.  ning  beam !  nor  imitate 
The  Mermaid  to  be  onely  upwards  neat 
V  Vith  comb  and  glafs  in  hand,  when  we  all  know 
You'ar  either  fifti  or  what  is  worfe,  below. 

The  blanched  Swan  with  whitest  plumes  amu'd 
Til  by  her  own  black  skin  and  legs  bet  raid 
Did  think  her  felf  the  faireft  bird^  do  you 
But  look  about  you,  you'l  appear  fo  to<x 
What  boots  a  comly  prcfence,  graceful  eie* 
if  all  be  foul  except  the  Phifnomie  ? 

Wife 
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Wife  men  admire  not  beauty,  birth  or  blood, 
How  rich  or  fair,  they  ask  not,  but  how  good  ? 
Fir  ft  drefle  your  foul !  fee  that  be  fair  and  clear. 
And  then  you'l  truly  beautiful  appear. 


To  Claraitella. 

J~Tls  not  your  beautie  I  admire, 

Nor  the  bright  ftar-light  of  each  cie> 
Nor  do  I  from  their  beams  take  fire 

My  loves  torch  to  enlighten,  I : 
No :  'tis  a  Glorie  more  divine 
Kindles  my  tapour  at  your  fhrine. 

Your  comly  prefence  takes  not  me, 
Nor  your  much  more  inviting  mccn  5 

Nor  your  fweet  looks  j  the  Graces  be 
(Fair  Creature !)  in  your  pifiurc  fecn. 

No :  'tis  your  foul  to  which  I  bow, 

'Tis  none  of  thefe  I  love,but  you. 

How  blind  is  that  Philofophie 
Doth  onely  nat'rai  bodies  know } 

That  views  each  Orb  o'th*  glorious  skic, 
But  fees  not  him  that  made  it  fo. 

1  love  thy  informing  part,  i'th*  whol 
And  every  part,  thy  all  $  thy  foul^ 


C  i  Tin 
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The  Farewel  to  Claraflella, 

PAflion  o*  me !  why  melt  I  thus  with  griefe 
For  her  whofc  frozen  heart  denies  reliefe  ? 
Find  out  fome  other  way  to  puni(h  me 
Yec  Gods !  and  let  me  not  the  Author  be 
Of  mine  own  death !  make  me  forget  that  c'r 
I  lov'd !  at  leaft  that  e'r  I  loved  her ! 

Yet  I  mud  love  her  ftil :  O  cruel  Fate ! 
That  doft  true  love  fo  il  requite  with  hate  J 
Why  e'r  I  faw  her  didft  not  make  me  blind  ? 
Then  had  flie  as  before  continued  kiad 
Without  pow'r  to  difpleale,  her  Chart  tic 
Warm  as  my  Love,  and  I  had  ftil  been  1  *• 
But  now  alas  !  my  diftant  blifs  I  fee, 
Which  like  my  courted  fhadow  flieth  mec 
As  faft  as  I  purfue :  ay  mec  !  (he's  gone, 
And  with  her  all  my  winged  hopes  are  flown. 

But  oh  !  if  you  one  drop  of  mercy  have, 
Let  me  requeft  you  fhed  it  at  my  grave 
Wheny'hear  I  died  for  you  !  Oh  let  there  be 
One  tear  at  leaft  (hed  from  your  pious  cies 
In  mem'ry  that  I  fcl  your  facrifice  ! 
Where  though  I  cannot,  yet  my  marble  wil 
Gainft  thefe  foft  (how'rs  for  me  fome  tears  diftil, 

Faireft  farewel  1  and  by  my  living  love, 
Maift  thou  to  me  when  dead  thus  loving  prove ! 
Shed  from  your  eies  perhaps  one  faithful  tear 
-May  make  my  afhes  quick  again,  how  e'r 
My  fhipwrackt  love  in  thefe  drops  bath'd,  at  laft 
Ivlay  drowning  grafp  what's  next,  and  hold  thee  faft, 
Which  whilft  I  liv'd  it  could  not ;  thus  I  wil 
Alive  and  dead  (  my  Stclia  !  )  love  thee  ftil. 


On 
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On  the  Report  of  ClaraflellaV  death. 


e  Hee  dead  ?  forgive  me  Heav'n !  Tad  almoft  fworc 
That  (he  'bout  her  had  nothing  mortal  wore  ; 

Her  foul's  immortal  and  her  body  too 

Since't  knew  no  a&ual  fin,  mull  needs  be  fo. 

Our  fins  do  drag-us  to  our  graves,  but  (he 

Had  no  fuch  harbingers }  her  Pietie 

Made  her  a  Monarch  in  Divinitie, 

And  taught  her  how  to  live  eternally. 

It  is  not  likely,  guilty  death  (hou'd  take 

Such  Innocence  away  from  us,  or  make 

Immortal  Virtue  die :  old  Adam  fure 

HadhVdtil  now,  could  he  have  liv'd  as  pure 

And  free  from  either  ad  or  thought  of  vice, 

Hee  had  furviv'd  this  age  in  Paradice* 

Our  fins  are  our  difcafes  j  onely  they 

Invoke  pale  death,  whom  we  all  muft  obey 

When  he  arreftsus  for  thefe  debts,  we  know 
Life's  the  cheap  ranfome  for  the  fums  we  owe, 

Which  (he  ne'r  forfeited  'caufc  no  difeafc 
Upon  her  body  or  her  foul  could  feize, 
She  was  fo  found  and  perfect :  why  fhould  I 
Believe  that  cUraflella  then  could  die  ? 
If  wantonnefte  durft  fteal  into  her  mind 
'Midft  her  fwect  dreams,  leaving  a  touch  behind 
O  f  phanficd  pleafiire,  yet  {he  wakt  a  maid, 
And  bluftiing,  that  (he  ihould  be  thus  betrai'd, 
By  her  own  guiltleflfe  thoughts,  (he  feard  to  tel 
Ev'n  what  her  vifions  were,  nor  knew  (he  wel 
What  was  their  pleafant  meaning ;  or  if  (hee 
Did  but  by  chance  two  Lovers  killing  lee  j 
Shee  thought  they  did  but  imitate  the  Dove 
Thus  to  affect  with  chaft  Platonick  love. 
Her  falutations  deckt  with  modeftie, 
Did  like  her  fmiles  cxprefie  humilitic* 

C  5  Thus 
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Thus  was  fheperfeft  Virgin,  whilft  her  love 
Knew  n'other  object  but  the  Gods  above. 
How  then  durft  death,  tow'rds  her  his  dart  advance* 
Whofe  onely  fin  was  harmlefs  ignorance  > 
Why  fliould  I  fondly  droopinglet  mineeies 
Yeild  at  the  news,  a  liquid  facrifice  ? 
Or  let  her  dying  rumour  wound  my  years 
Whofe  virtue  did  deferve  a  A eflors years  > 
I'l  not  believe  then  (he  is  dead,  nnce  I 
Know  fhe  hath  merited  Eternitie  : 
For  wcre't,  as  envious  Fame  reports  her  gone, 
'Twere  but  a  happy  tranfmigration, 
To  Heav'n ;  where  ftil  fhe  fives  a  Saint,  and  we 
Do  Ail  adore  her  living  Dcitie. 


To  a  Painter  limning  a  Curtezstn, 

f  Enve  off  fond  Artift,  can't  your  wanton  cic 
^Glance  on  a  plcafant  face,  but  prefently 
You  muft  go  court  her  with  your  pencil,  and 
Thus  fpoil  th'invention  of  a  witty  hand  ? 
What  need  you  paint  her  when  the  wicked  Elfe, 
Fearing  no  colours,  daily  paints  her  felf  '? 
What  mean  thofe  naked  drefl'es  filks  and  lawn  ? 
When  ihce's  much  fitter  to  be  bang* d then  cb awn? 
Wouldft  thou  expreffe  thy  art  and  judgement  ?  fay 
Wouldft  thou  be  fam'd  ?  I'l  telyou  j  thus  you  may. 

Paint  me  to  life,  a  chaft  and  virtuous  Dame, 
Whofe  ftotlefs  honour  fpeaksher  ftil  the  fame, 
In  whole  fmooth  forehead  let  there  be  expreft 
What  Virgin  thoughts  (he  harbours  in  her  breaft ! 
Set  forth  her  fever  ail  Graces !  and  her  eic 
Make  to  betray  a  cheerful  modeftic  ? 
Her  fober  looks,  and  her  afped  is  free, 
Let  them  both  innocent  and  fimple  be ! 

Then 
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Then  in  her  cheeks  exprefs  that  blufhing  grace 
Which  Veftal  vows  have  printed  in  her  face ! 
Then  let  thy  Phanfie  through  her  purer  skin 
Tranfparent  make  her  chafter  foul  within ! 
When  you  have  drawn  this  piece,  then  Painter  fie 
You  not  expofe  it  to  each  common  eie 
That  cannot  judge  !  to  Lovers  onely  thole, 
And  not  toluftfuleies  this  piece  expofe  ? 


On  the  young  and  fair  M*s  M.H.  her 
hair  being  unfortunately  burnt  by  chance 
in  the  candle  as  Jhe  was  Combing 
her  head  at  night. 

tjNluckie  Traitour !  could  thy  greedy  flame 

Feed  on  fuch  fuel,  and  not  de  voure  the  fame  } 
How  durft  thy  dul  pale  flames  fohigh  afpire, 
And  mix  its  lazie  heat  with  Veftal  fire  } 
Oh  how  I  grieve  this  direful  chance  ?  to  fee 
Thefe  frefh  leaves  falling  from  the  blooming  tree, 
And  that  the  fpring  which  was  but  now  begun, 
Should  thus  o'th*  fudden  into  Autumne  run  ! 
Ah  cruel  Aircpos  !  why  fo  foon  would  you 
Thus  rudely  cut  thofe  threads  of  life  in  two  > 
Thofe  neat  diflievel'd  locks  whofe  every  grace 
Scorning  arts  help,  fet  forth  a  neater  race  ? 
With  what  pale  horrour  do  I  wondring  fee 
This  %ht,  and  fear  what  the  event  will  be  I 
Methinks  it  now  portends  fome  overthrow, 
Threatens  fome  great  mans  ruinc,and  doth  (how 
Like  lightning  'Fore  the  thunder,  bidding  all 
Be  arm  d  again  ft  the  ftroak  :  or  now  I  call 
To  mind  fair  Helen  T>cy  did  fo  admire, 
Me  thinks  it  reprefents  that  town  on  fire. 

C  4  Had 


60 

$6  Claraftelfa* 

Had  this  but  LiUk  feen  he  would  have  faid 

Tc  was  fotne  blazing  Comet  j  and  that  head 

Which  was  thus  crifpedo'r  with  pureft  raics 

Was  all  a  heavenly  Meteor,  that  aid  blaze 

Her  Virtues  forth  to  the  worjds  open  eic 

As  Emblem  of  her  raredivinirie. 

Or  had  miftook  thee  in  this  borrow'd  light 

For  briehteft  Pbccbe  Miftrefle,  of  the  night, 

By  thole  bright  Star-like  tapours  of  thine  eies« 

Oh  may  another  lovely  Phoenix  rife 

From  rhefe  fwcet  a(hcs,  whofe  fad  fun'ral  pile 

With  fragrant  odours  thus  perfumes  our  Iflc  ! 

But  thou  curft  light  that  wroughtft  this  Tragedie, 

In  thy  own  flames  maift  thou  a  martyr  die. 


Writ  on  Claraflella's  Busk 


Might  I  o' nights  in  thy  room  lie 
TwlxtStella's  warmer  mounts  of  fhoWj 
So  neer  her  heart  diflblving,  I 
No  higher  Paradifc  would  know : 
Such  envi'd  blifs  would  make  me  ftray, 
Whither  the  Godsthemfelves  would  bow, 
And  leave  heav'ns  upper  milkie  way, 
To  breath  in  happier  (hades  below. 


Deplorinq}  Claraflella'  s  Inconjhncie. 

FAir  and  yet  cruel  ?  ftrangc  me  thinks  that  art 
Should  aft  amifs,  where  Nature  plai's  her  part ! 
Can  you  a  gentle  Saint,  a  Tyrant  prove  ? 

Can  your  diviner  foul  forget  to  love  ? 

Can 
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Can  Winter  let  In  fuch  a  love-warm  brell 
Which  was  with  fo  much  heat  but  now  pofleft  i 
Are  the  flames  dying,  and  loves  a&ive  fires 
Congeal  d  to  frofts,and  freez'd  to  cold  defircs  ? 
And  thofe  fair  Violet  veins  the  verdant  Spring 
Wd  fo  enliven  now  no  heat  can  bring  ? 
Can  you  that  carried  Summer  in  your  lips 
Red  as  the  Cherrie  fufter  an  Eciipfe  ? 
That  in  the  Applesof  your  cheeks  did  wear 
A  fertile  Autumn  now  no  fruit  can  bear  ? 

All  heat  extinguifht  ?  not  one  fpark  of  fire 

Now  left,  but  to  inkindie  new  defirc  ? 

Strange  mixture  this,  when  I  at  once  may  view 

Ail  the  four  fcafons  of  the  year  in  you  ! 

Some  health  for  pitty  to  my  hopes  reftorc  ? 

Or  love  me  not  at  all,  or  love  me  more  I 

Under  this  Equinox  mv  fhadows  are 

Quite  round  me  |  whilft  1  live  in  black  delpair; 

Frigid  nor  torrid  zones  can  I  endure  • 

They  bred  cold  Agues,  thefe  a  Calenture. 


Loves  Htjitation. 
To  Claraflella. 

IXf Hy  (hould  I  love  that  thing 
Can  no  affc&ion  bring  ? 
Since  reafon  doth  from  liking  draw 
Reciproque  friendftiip.  fliall  1  thaw 
When  her  love  freezeth }  tel  me  why 
When  {he  difdaincth,  fhould  not  I  ? 

Yet  Loves  Religion 

Bids  me  love,  though  (he  frown ; 
By  whofe  more  facred  lawes  Hcav'n  knowCS 
We  are  enjoya'd  to  love  our  foes ; 

C  $  Though 
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Though  (he  reject  me  then,  yet  I 
Muft  love  my  Stella,  til  I  die* 
Lovt !  I  your  pow*rs  obey 
True  love  can  ne'r  decay  : 
And  fince  that  Virtue  lives  in  you 
Which  made  me  like,  and  love  you  too 
Ac  firft  5 1  am  oblieg'd^  and  I 
Muft  love  thee  to  Eternitie. 


To  Claraftella  admiringher  black 
Eies  and Hair. 


LEt  others  Court  the  Cyprian  Queen^ 
Gilc  trelTes,or  the  Amber  skin  ! 
Give  me  black  eies  and  hair, 
Prcfum'd  the  face  be  fair, 
And  a  Seraphic k  foul  within  ! 

The  Swan  though  black  below,  above 
Js  the  white  objed  of  our  love, 

So  is  Juno's  prouder  bird, 

For  her  black  eies  admired 
And  'caufe  they  are  fo,  1  yours  approve, 

jfpelles  limning  a  faire  maid, 

Let  fall  by  chance  his  pen,  and  faid 

That  though  he  meant  it  not, 

Yet  could  not  mend  the  bloc, 
It  did  expreffe  fo  rare  a  fhadei 

If  (hadowes  beft  fet  forth  a  face, 
Adorning  it  with  beauties  grace, 

Then  are  you  onely  fair, 

VVhofe  form  beyond  compare, 

Is  the  birth  of  humane  race. 

In 
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In  your  bright  cics  decipher'd  are 
The  Ev'ning  and  fame  morning  ftar, 
Sole  Glorie  of  the  Night, 
Deckt  with  fiich  raies  of  light, 
No  day  can  boaft  fo  rich  by  far. 

The  Lovers  Torch  doth  burn  moft  bright 
Like  Comets  in  the  darkeft  night ; 

And  the  black  Boy  ftil  roves. 

In  fap  and  fhadic  groves, 
And  like  you  crowns  Loves  fweet  delight. 


To  Claraftella  cornplainingof 
my  lona  kffis* 

MAdam !  I  vow  I  never  knew 
One  creature  of  your  fex  till  you, 
Find  fault  with  what  was  long  in  men. 
Oh  do  not  geld  my  Phanfie  then ! 
Nor  blame  my  pleafures  extafie, 
Thatwheneach  fenfe  isfeafted,  I 
Thus  taft  each  pure  Ambrofiack  kifle, 
And  by  degrees  melt  down  my  blifie. 

Oh  thofe  fmooth,  fofc,  and  Rubie  lip;, 
That  fright  the  Sun  to  an  Eclipfe, 
Whofe  Kofie  and  Virmilionhue 
Betray  the  blu tiling  thoughts  in  you  : 
Whole  fragrant  Amoratick  breath 
Wou'd  revive  dying  Saints  from  death, 
Whofe  Syren-like  harmonious  air 
Speaks  mufick  and  enchants  the  ear  ; 
V  Vho  would  not  hang  ?  and  fixed  there 
VVifh  he  might  know  no  other  fphcrc  > 
Oh  for  a  charm  to  make  the  Sun 
Drunk,  and  forget  his  motion  I 
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Oh  that  fomc  palfie  or  lame  gout 
Would  cramp  old  times  difeaied  foot  | 
Or  that  I  might,  or  moult  or  clip 
His  fpeedy  wings,  whilft  on  her  lip 
I  quench  my  thirfty  appetite 
With  the  lire  honey  dwels  on  it ! 
Oh  for  a  Crane-lilce  neck  that  may 
This  Neftar  flowly  thence  convey  / 
Then  on  this  holy  Alur,  I 
Would  facrifice  eternally, 
Offring  one  long  continued  mine 
Of  Golden  pleasures  to  thy  fhrinc. 
1  mean  not  Vompeys  biting  kifs 
flora  did  Co  commend  :  nor  his 
Venerious  fip  Catullus  us'd 
Where  lip-fal  ve  was  from  each  infus'd 
No  :  a  more  holy  chaft  imprefle, 
May  th'image  of  each  mind  expreffc 
As  perfect  as  the  wax  the  feal : 
Such  kifles  do  not  wound>  but  heal. 

Killing,  thou  facrcd  kifling  art 
Onely  the  intellective  part 
Of  pleafure  t  by  which  union 
Our  fouls  difcourfe  and  meet  in  one 
Fixt  Center,  whilft  in  a  ful  kifs 
Each  am'rousline  concentred  is  • 
Nor  doth  it  violate  Chaftiti^ 
Or  forfeit  like  Adulterie. 
The  dowry  now,  as  heretofore, 
(  when  but  to  fpeak,  or  lee,  was  more 
1  mmodeft  deem'd,  at  leaft  as  much, 
A  Woman  j  as 'tis  now  to  touch.) 
Thus  with  chaft  lips  we  blow  Loves  fire 
To  a  live  coal  j  thus  fan  it  higher : 
Thus  do  wc  feal  affections  band, 
Which  onely  death  can  cancel :  and 
Whilft  both  our  hearts  and  lips  do  meet 
Thus  do  our  fouls  each  other  greet : 

Tbus 
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Thus  we  engender  Ipeaking  Love 
Peculiar  only  to  the  Dove : 
Whereas  all  other  bodies  heat 
Of  Luft  doth  them  incorporate 
But  only  in  the  aft  j  yet  we 
Thus  renew  love  t*  eternitie 
With  fre(h  unfated  appetite, 
And  without  fhame  or  fad  regret  $ 
Which  true  experience  doth  prove 
The  difference  betwixt  Luft  an  Love* 
Then  let  us  kifs  like  Turtles,  dole 
Until  we  both  feem  one :  tilthofe 
That  fee  our  hearts  falutingthus 
Shalnot  difturb,  but  envy  us. 
Coynefs  in  women  makes  men  more 
Suipecl:  they'l  do  behind  the  door  : 
If  thus  you  think  I  kifs  too  much  * 
Know  that  my  love  to  you  is  filch* 
Thatwhenfoe'r  itpleafeth  you 
riclofer  kifs,  drink  deeper  too. 


To  Claraftella.   Why  Lovers 
walk  round. 

>-£!$  oft  obferv'd  that  thofe  who  are  in  love 

Do,  when  they  walk,  in  fpherick  circle  move  t 
A  motion  to  its  nature  genuine  : 
So  move  the  Heav  ns  and  Love  that  is  divine 
And  heav'n-deduced  draws  like  that  his  geft 
A  round,  becaufe  that  figureis  the beft* 
Love  is  a  Labyrinth  whereinwandring  men 
Tread  the  fame  penfive  meafii^  o'r  agen : 
The  Soul  her  feet  th*  affeftion  guides/and  moves 
To  the  fame  objeft  that  flic  truly  Loves* 

Th* 
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Thus  when  I  walk  fo  often  round,  I  move 
To  thcc  die  Center  Nature  bids  me  love 


A  Pajioral  Proteft  ofLolpe  by 
Damon  to  Stella. 


IX/Hen  I  thee  all  o*r  do  view 

v  v  I  all  o'r  muft  love  thee  too* 

By  that  fmooth  forehead  wher^s  expreft 

The  candour  of  thy  peaceful  brcaft  r 

By  thofe  fair  twin-like-ftars  that  fhine> 

And  by  thole  apples  of  thine  eyn : 

By  the  Lambkins  and  the  Kids 

Playing  'bout  thy  fair  eie-lids : 

By  eacn  peachie  bloflbm'd  cheek, 

And  thy  Sattin  skin  more  fleek 

And  white  then  Flora's  whitcft  Lillies 

Or  the  maiden  DafFadillies : 

By  that  Ivorie  porch  thy  nofe  : 

By  thofe  double  blanched  rows 

Of  teethj  as  in  pure  Coral  fct : 

By  each  azure  rivolet. 

Running  in  thy  temples,  and 

Thofe  flovvrie  meadows  'twixt  them  ftand: 

By  each  Pearl-tipc  ear  by  Nature,  as 

On  each  a  Jewel  pendant  was : 

By  thofe  lips  all  dew'd  with  blifs. 

Made  happy  in  each  others  kifs  : 

By  thofe  pure  Vermilion  cherries 

Thy  red  nipples,  and  thofe  ftrawberrics 

Swimming  there  as  let  in  cream : 

By  thofe  two  curld  locks,  that  feeni 

To  wreath  thy  Lover  in  wavM  art 

That  from  rKcc  he  ne*K  ihould  pare : 


B* 
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By  thofe  filk  treffes  fofc  as  down 

Of  tender  Eunuches  newly  blown, 

That  vail  your  body  round  when  e'r 

In  your  own  fhadcs  you'd  lefs  appear : 

By  that  filver  ftately  neck 

Doth  thy  gems  more  grace  and  deck 

Then  tbey  can  it :  by  thofe  two 

Soft  and  wool-warme  mounts  of  fnow : 

By  each  Alablafter  hand, 

And  thofe  (lender  joynts  that  ftand 

So  ftreight  and  clofely  fet,  each  palm 

Seems  a  young  tree,  aiftilling  balm  ; 

Midft  that  pregnant  Hcmifphear 

By  the  fair  knot  that's  planted  there : 

By  thofe  moving  columns  bear 

This  Globe  and  the  lov'd  frame  uprcar  • 

By  thofe  pretty  nimble  feet 

Wont  in  skilful  meafures  meet : 

By  the  neat  fabrick  of  the  whole, 

Fair  as  the  world  from  either  Pole, 

Whole  each  part  is  Paradife, 

And  Heav'n  both  in,  and  round,  it  is* 

By  thy  fclf,  when  thee  I  view 

1  love  thy  ail,  and  each  part  coo* 
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To  an  old  Gentlewoman  that  would 
have  her  Pitture  drawn. 


[at  ftrange  impoflibles  arc  thofe 
That  one  fam'd  Myron  you  impofe  ? 
Drawn  to  the  life  you'd  be  you  fay, 
When  you  are  dying  every  day  j 
In  colours  too,  when  there's  but  one 

All  o'r  your  face,  and  that  is  dun. 

Heel  draw  'tis  like  thy  fhadows  true, 

For  thou  art  all  but  fhadow'd  blue. 

If  fair  then  thou  wu'dft  counted  be 

His  pigments  let  him  lay  on  thee, 

And  with  a  trowel  dawb  and  fleek 

The  wroughcaft  of  each  wrinkled  cheek, 

Elfe  but  in  vain  he  fhaJ  on  you 

Spend  both  his  oyl  and  labour  too* 

Drawn  with  black  lead  or  with  a  coal 

Over  fome  Alehoufe  chimney  wal, 

Thy  pi&ure  beft  wil  femble  thee 

By  fome  rough  Dialler  j  when  he, 

Shal  underwrite  in  meeter,  this 

The  widow  of  Sarepta  is. 

Or  'twil  (hew  beft  through  lattice-work, 

He  re  an  old  woman,  there  the  Turk* 


Ytt 


72 

i  Occasional  Poems. 

Yet  If  thou  needs  muft  have  it  done 
Let  me  fay  this  in  caution 
Unto  thy  Painter,  that  he  pile 
And  fpeed  his  work,  or  thou  wilt  die 
Before  the  third  dayes  fitting :  when 
Of  thou  canft  live  fo  long)  that  then, 
(Becaufe  thou  It  ne'r  be  at  th'  expcnce 
To  take  thy  il  lookt  figure  thence) 
He  would  but  (end  the  piece  to  me  ; 
I'd  rather  have  it  far  then  thee, 
To  hang  up  'mongft  my  Sybelsy  or 
Foul  Hags,  left  fome  miftake  thee  for 
One  of  the  Fatal  Deftinies 
Or  Helbred  Furies  worfe  thenthefe. 
But  I'm  afraid  'tis  his  defign 
To  fel  thee  for  fome  Tavern  fign, 
(If  he  not  hang  thee  out  a  loot 
Oth*  back  oth*  Chance  as  weather  proof) 
And  I  flial  fee  thee  thy  ruin'd  face 
Hang  out  in  Southward  old  Queen  Befs. 


Epithalamium  Amatorium 
To  Aurora. 

l^Hy  peeps  the  envious  Morne  fo  foon  upon 
v  The  pleafures  of  our  bed  ? 

Pul  back  thy  herie  courfers  Phaeton  t 

And  drive  not  til  I  bid ! 
And  left  thy  headftrong  deeds  their  reins  (huM  break, 

That  Virgin  girdle  take 
I  now  unti'd !  too  loon  for  you  it  is 
And  mcjcur  rofie  nefts  to  leave,  and  rife. 


Have 
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Have  I  fo  many  tedious  Suns  beheld 
And  nights  in  fighing  fpenr, 

E'r  to  temptation  I  could  make  her  yield  ? 
And  would  you  now  prevent 

The  long-wiiht  harveft  of  my  joys  delight  ? 
Nor  grant  as  long  a  night  ? 

Go  back  to  thy  lov'd  Thetis  bofome !  go ! 

Whilfl  in  our  beds  wee'i  fport  it  longer  too* 

I'd  have  the  world  til  we  our  curtains  ope* 

Expeft  the  Morning  ftar, 
And  from  my  glorious  Darlings  blufhes,  hope 

The  Day  may  once  appear  : 
'Tihud  be  then  alwaies  night  me  faies3  that  we 

Might  ne'r  difcover'd  be. 
So  might  it  be  I  for  whilft  (he's  in  mine  armc. 
In  her  Suns  (hade  I'd  keep  me  ever  warme* 


On  the  Jlranve  unfortunate  breaking  of  a 
Glafs  in  a  Tavern. 

LJ  Appy  mifchance  /  if  happy  I  may  cal 

What  by  lb  ftrange  misfortune  did  befal  J 
The  Ganymede  that  had  perform 'd  its  truft, 
Difcharg'd  fo  many  healths  and  them  fo  juft, 
Brok  of  it  felf,  and  falling  to  the  ground, 
Foretold  our  fortunes  if  we  kept  the  round. 
Had  it  furviv'd  the  Ne£ar  thence  did  flow 
Our  brains  had  crackt  or  els  we  fain  as  low* 
But  tel  me  little  glafs  my  quo.idam  friend  ! 
How  didft  thou  come  to  this  untimely  end  > 
Did  any  fatal  orunluckiehand 
Throw  thee  to  ruinc  'gainft  thy  fives  command  ? 

No: 
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No :  'twas  aftranger  fal  •  I  rather  think, 

The  wine  4x4  make  thee  hi  which  thou  didft  dtmk$ 

Thoueh  tK*  diviner  fack  Immortal  bee, 

The  giaffe  that  holds  it  yet  may  die  I  fee. 


Drinkjrig  on  a  rainy  day. 

£\H  :  'tis  a  rainy  drinking  day ! 

Come  let  it  pow^re 
Weel  drink  thefe  clouds  all  drie  away 

Suck  every  ftiow'r 
The  envious  Earth  fhal  not  drink  all,  for  we 
Our  plants  wil  water  too  afwel  as  the. 
The  clouds  that  fatnefs  drop  from  heav'ii 

Defcend  to  us 
Ev'n  to  invite  us  reach  them  to  enliven 

Our  fpirits  thus : 
Then  fink  or  fwim,  weel  moiften  thirfty  care, 
And  though  die  weather's  foul,  weel  drink  it  fair. 


To  one that  hearing  1  had  fome  faculty 

in  Poefiey  finply  recjuefled  me  to 

write  fomewhat  on  his  dear 

wife  lately  dead. 

HAd  I  fo  wel  but  known  thy  Liebie,  as 
Sire  Adam  once  his  Eve  did  know 
Then  I  might  fay  thy  wife  a  good  one  was : 
But  I  ne'r  faw3  nor  knew  her  fo, 

Wud'ft 
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Wu'dft  ha*  me  then  extol  her  beauties  fire  > 

Aloft  fay  ihe  lookt,  and  painted  wel ! 
Should  I  her  unknown  fecret  parts  admirCj 

Or  hidden  qualities  forthtel  ? 
Troth  I  ne'r  heard  one  good  fhe  had,  for  what, 

Thou  falfely  thoughtft  one,  loving  thee  ; 
Now's  out  of  fafhion,  and  cfteem'd  a  fault. 

Then  in  her  ptaife,  L5lfiient  be  j 
Since  Silence  beft  fuits  me  as  each  of  them  : 

For  Womens  pride  aftc&eth  fuch 
Grofle  flatt'ry,  that  who  undertakes  the  theam  $ 

Speaks  both  too  little,  and  too  much* 


e 


On  Copernicus  his  opinion  oftb 
earths  turning  round. 

f^Optmcus  was  of  opinion 

That  the  Earths  globe  by  fpherick  motion 
Turn'd  round,  and  that  the  Heav'ns  were  fixt :  the  mm 
Was  drunk  lure  or  on  ihipboard,  when  his  brain 
Hatcht  this  Maandcr  \  for  to  fijeh  the  land 
Doth  only  fbem  to  move  when  they  do  ftand. 

When  Noahs  floud  had  turn'd  die  land  to  Sea 
And  the  earth  feem'd  one  floating  Ifle  to  be, 
The  world  then  rid  on  waves  indeed,  and  then 
Ith'  Ark  there  was  no  terra  firma  feen : 
Yet  true  we  find  what  was  but  Phanfie  then., 
(For  th*  world  if  we  but  underftand  the  men 
That  live  therein)  for  they  alas  turn  round 
And  fcotomized  fail  on  firmeft  ground : 
Or  drunk  with  madnes,  with  their  poreblind  eies 
Think  States  wclfetled  totter  though  they  rife 
A  ftrange  Pertigo  or  Deliriumj 
Oth*  brain  it  is,  that  thus  poflefles'um : 

Whil/i 
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Whilft  like  to  faftuons  grown  Orbicular, 
Kingdoraes  thus  turn'd,  and  overturned  are : 
[Nothing  but  fine  Eutoptan  worlds  ith'  moon 
Mud  be  netvform'd  by  revolution. 
Nor  doth  the  State  alone  on  fortuns  wheels 
Run  round,  alas  our  rocl(  Religion,  reels : 
We  have  faild  fo  far  the  Antipodian  way 
That  into  dar fcnefs  we  have  turnd  our  day. 
Amidft  thefe  turnings  'tis  fome  comtort  yet, 
Heav'n  doth  not  die  from  us,  though  we  from  it. 


To  one  that  wot  fo  impatient  with  the 

toothach  that  he  would  not  reft  til  all 

his  teeth  were  drawn  forth* 


UOw  !  branch  and  root  ?  that's  too  fevere, 

Let  penal  laws  fuflice !  howe'r 
Do  not  extirpate  the  whole  breed, 
Which  one  aavyou  may  fo  much  need ! 
That  is  the  laft  and  worft  extream 
To  *ftroy  all,  caufe  fome  are  too  blame. 
If  your  right  hand  offend,  I  know 
You  may  cut't  off,  your  right  eie  too 
If  that  offend,  pluck  out :  but  'footh, 
I  find  not  fo  you  may  one  tooth: 
Unlcfs  perhaps  in  drink  and  heat 
With  pots  or  candle  flicks  y'have  beat 
Teeth  out  of  this  or  that  mans  head, 
Then  eie  and  tooth,  for  tooth  indeed 
Should  be  repaid.  But  tel  me  when 
Youi;  teeth  arc  gone,  what  wil  you  then 
For  grinders  do  ?  youl*  learn  to  chew 
The  cud,  drink,  and  cat  fpoon-meat  too  ? 

Suck 
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Suck  agen  wil  you  not  ?  I'm  Aire 
That  felf-prefervation  Nature 
Commands :  what  mould  wc  more  preserve 
Then  teeth,  whofe  want  would  make  us  fterve? 
Do  we  not  live  by  them  ?  who  w'ud 
Deprive  himfelf  of's  livelihood  } 

But  fince  you  have  an  aking  tooth 
To  leave  no  jacks  within  your  mouth> 
And  are  fo  far  run  mad  with  pain 
You  are  refolv'd  to  have  all  drane  : 
Let  not  the  Barbar-furgion  fet 
Them  ftring'd  on  fcarlet  forth,  but  let 
Them  in  a  box  be  kept,  and  mown 
For  thole  that  fel  from  that  jawbone 
That  Samfon  foughtwith  5  and  Fl  fwear^ 
That  they  the  very  Affes  were. 


On  Whip  the  Preaching 

Coachman. 

p)Rrive  right  thou  furious  Jehu )  that  haft  ftcpt 

From  the  fquare  coach-box  and  profoundly  leapt 
To  a  round  Preaching  tub  !  O  how  he  feels. 
With  learning  that  he  rubd  from  horfes  heels, 
Himfelf  infpir'd  oth*  fudden  !  now  for  th*caufc 
And  overthrow  of  all  good  humane  laws  J 
5o  Phaeton  drove  his  car,  which  overturnM 
Through  headlcfs  futie,  thus,  die  world  it  burnd. 
What  a  ftrange  Metamorphofis  is  this  ? 
A  frock  turn'd  to  a  linnenEphodis ; 
No  Tailour  lobn  of  Widen  exftant  now 
To  confecrate  this  groom  a  Prophet  too, 
As  Btcold  did  T*fcovnet  ?  that  then 
He  in  reward  may  crown  him  King  aeen> 

D         *  *  Life 
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Like  as  Caligula  v/hen  he  did  fein 

Himfelf  a  God,  his  great  horfe  did  ordein 

His  Prieft  ja  God  and  Prophet  much  alike, 

Both  might  have  learnt  of  Baalams  Afs  to  fpeak. 

Yet  fee  how  fflunctrs  fpirit  reigns  in  him  I 

And  like  phanatick  Phi  fin  makes  him  dream 

More  revelations  in  one  night,  then  th'  old 

Patriarchs  and  Prophets  vifions  did  behold! 

Which  phanfied  novels  he  doth  oft  obtrude 

To  the  weak  faith  oth'  giddy  multitude. 

Rot  man  or  Cniperdolin  never  knew 

Such  marks  oth*  godly  as  this  Saint  can  (hew ; 

Whi lft  thus  like  John  Matthias ,  he  contemns 

All  books  except  the  Bible,  and  condemns 

Each  human  Authour  to  the  flames,  that  all 

Ith'  mlft  of  ignorance  may  prove  miftical. 

Polygamic  of  Churches  he  aoth  cal, 

A  fornication  fpi ritual : 

When  he  expoundeth  oh  'tis  ftrangc  to  fee 

After  large  iighs,  in  what  an  extafie 

He  fpeechlefs  prays  !  juft  as  the  Darv'ifes 

Amongft  the  Turks,  to  in  a  trance  he  is ; 

Thefe  Prophets  as  they  ftile  them,  having  run 

Round  til  they  loofe  their  breath,  fal  fencelefs  down  j 

And  after  fome  fhort  fleep  awaking  tel 

Their  fludied  dreams  as  from  an  Oracle. 

So  this  Enthufia ft  after  many  fighs 

And  turnings  of  the  egs  of  his  twinckling  cies* 

Streight  Epiteptick  in  this  rapture  grows, 

Where  after  many  yawns  and  feined  {hows 

Of  a  rranfported  mind,  atlaft  the  Elf, 

Delivers  nonfence  like  the  mouth  of  Delpb. 

Leave,  leave  thou  ruflet  Rabbi  \  leave  for  ihame  ! 
And  do  not  thus  abufe  that  holy  name 
Andfun&ionof  a  Preacher  ■  drive  agen  ! 
Currie  thy  horfes  and  not  Chriftian  men  .' 
£lfe  prophane  huckfter  with  thy  whip  thou  maift 
E  V  long  be  fcourg'd,  and  forth  the  Twpk  caft. 

On 
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Ontheunufual  cold  andrainie  weather 
in  the  Summer.  1  648* 

lX/Hy  puts  our  Grandame  Nature  on 
*    Her  winter  coat^e'riiimmers  done? 
What   hath  me  got  an  ague  fit  ? 
And  thinks  to  make  us  hov'ring  fit 
Over  her  lazie  Embers  ?  elfe  why  fhould 
Old  Hyems  freeze  our  vernal  bloud  ? 
Or  as  we  each  day,  grow  older, 
Doth  the  world  wax  wan  and  colder  ? 
*Tis  fo :  See  how  nakt  Charitie 
Sterves  in  this  frozen  age  !  whilft  we 
Have  no  other  heat  but  glowworm  zeal 
Whofe  warmth  we  fee  but  cannot  fceL 
Allchang'd  are  Ceres  golden  hairs 
To  clouded  grey,  and  nought  appears 
In  Flora's  drefle :  our  hopes  do  die 
And  oth'  fudden  blafted  lie. 
Heav'ns  glorious  lamps  do  waft  away, 
The  Elements  themfelves  decay, 
And  the  mlxt  bodies  mutinie 
By  a  rebellious  fympathie  • 
Whilft  the  diftemper'd  world  grows  pale, 
And  fickning  threatens  death  to  all : 

So  in  an  inftant  waters  fwept 
The  old  worlds  monfters,  whilft  they  wept 
It's  funeral :  but  the  new  world's  fins 
Are  fo  deep  di'd  no  floud  can  rinie. 
Nothing  but  lightning  and  Heav'ns  fire 
C  an  purge  our  peft ikntial  aire. 


D   2  Fwewel 
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Farewelto  paffionate  Lolpe* 

r  Arcwcl  fond  Love !  PI  never  bow 

Slave  like  unto  my  fetters  I, 
Fair  Sex  !  PI  not  adore  you  now 

Yet  love  you  as  my  libertie  : 
Love  grown  aduft  with  Melancholy, 
To  madnefs  turns  or  extream  folly. 
About  and  with  your  fires  Pi  play 

But  with  as  loofe  and  gentle  touch 
As  boys  from  hand  to  hand  tofs  away 

Live  coals,left  they  mould  burn  too  much* 
Too  ne'r  his  heart  wno  lets  love  come 
Suffers  a  wilful  Martyrdomc. 
Stout  Souldiers  in  an  Enemies  land 

March  not  too  far  fans  fear  or  wit* 
E'r  they  refolve  or  to  whhftand, 

Or  wifely  make  a  fafe  retreat* 
Bodies  when  joyn'd  engaged  arc, 
Piqueering's  better  fport  by  far. 


TheExcufe. 
To  the  Ladie  E.  B* 


yOur  lovely  fair  did  firft  invite 

Me  to  that  flrangc  demand. 
Your  wanton  eie  big  with  delight, 
Made  me  to  understand 
You  pleafant  a/hyour  looks,  where  every  glance 
Did  raife  and  court  my  warm  bloud  to  advances 

Then 
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Then  blame  not  me  for  loving  you > 
HijoifaJow'd  would  not  dofo} 
Henceforth  1*1  fit  demure  by  you, 

Nor  foeak  when  you  w'ud  hear, 
Juft  as  I  w'udyour  pi  dure  view, 
Behold  you  and  admire. 
For  if  I  fpeak,  you  prompt  my  tongue  with  love, 
And  'caufe  I  tei't  you,  you  unkind  reprove. 
Then  blame  not  me  for  faying  foy 
Since  'twas  your  beauty  bid  me  woe* 


Bojualitie 
To  two  fair  Miftreffes. 


C  Hal  1  frelze  between  two  fires  ? 

Or  doth  a  numnefs  ceaze  on  me  } 
Each  ftar  inflames  me  with  defires, 

Yet  which  to  chufe  I  cannot  fee 
Since  reafon  admires  equally. 
Then  $wne  both 
For  faith  and  troth 
1  (hould  be  loath 
Eacbfiould  nrtpleafed  be. 

Or  you  who  fo  perfcft  are, 

That  nature  hath  her  felf  outdone 
In  making  you  bright  lights  fo  fair! 

Rule  by  vour  turns!  that  fo  each  one 
May  cool  the  heat  oth*  to'othcr  Sun  / 
And  Love  me  both  I 
For  faith  and  troth 
I  Mould  be  loath, 
Eachjhould  not  p leafed  be. 

D  3  Te 


82 

1 2  Occafional  Poems. 


To  a  friend.     Ode. 


A  Ffeft  not  aierie  Popularitic 

But  what  thou  wouldft  be  thought,  that  ftrivc  to  be  ! 
Praife  is  but  Virtues  (hadow  j  who  court  her 
Doth  more  the  handmaid  then  the  Dame  admire* 

Who  only  doth  wel,  wcl  fpokc  of  to  bec% 

Studies  the  praife  and  not  the  virtue,  he* 

To  blare  thy  virtues  ne'r  befpeak  thy  friend ! 

If  good ,  they  (peak  thee  and  thcmfclvcs  commend. 

Now  men  but  judge  by  hearc-fay,  thus  ,thcy*l  know* 

And  fee  thy  worth,  and  judge  it  greater  too. 

True  worth  is  bed  difplaid  by  modeftie 

The  greatcft  rivers  Aide  molt  filentlie, 

Only  the  (hallow  brooks  do  prattle,  they 

Make  a  great  noifc  and  go  but  little  way. 

Fame  that  doth  feed  oth*  vaine  applaufe  of  men, 

Gapes  to  its  Eccho  to  be  heard  agen  : 

And  like  this,  lives  awhile  by  others  breath  ; 

Which  being  ftopt  is  huiht  to  filcnt  death. 

Good  actions  crown  themfelves  with  lading  bales, 

Who  deferves  wel,  needs  not  anothers  praife. 

Virtue's  her  own  reward  ;  though,  Euge,  none 

Wil  cry,  'tis  Guerdon  yet  to  have  wel  done* 


A  fudden  Phanjie  at 
Midnight. 

LJ Ow  ift  we  are  thus  melancholic  ?  what 
*  Arc  our  rich  ferkins  out  ?  or  rather  that 

Which 
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Which  did  infpire  them,  the  Immortal  wine  , 
That  did  create  us,  like  it  feif,  divine  } 
Or  arc  we  Neftar-fattd  to  the  flight? 
Or  do  we  droop  under  the  aged  night  ? 
If  fo  :  weel  vote  it  ne'r  to  be  eleven 
Rather  then  thus  to  part  at  fix  and  fea  ven: 
Moult  then  thy  fpecdy  wings  old  Time  !  and  be 
As  flow-pac't  as  becomes  thy  age !  that  wc 
May  chirp  awhile,  and  when  we  take  our  eafe  ^ 
Then  flie  and  poaft  as  nimbly  as  yotr  pieafe ! 
Play  the  good  fellow  with  us,  and  fit  aown 
A  while,  that  we  may  drink  the  to'ther  round  ! 
VI  promife  here  is  none  fhal  thee  miliUe, 
Or  pluck  thee  by  the  foretop  m  abufe. 
Time  faies  he  wil  nor  can  he  (lay,  'caufe  he 
Thinks  him  too  grave  for  your  young  companic. 

It  makes  no  matter  Sirs 

How  fay  you  yet  fcotlTtothcr  Subjtdie ? 
Yes  yes ;  And  let  our  Ganymede  nimbly  flic 
And  filus  of:the  fame  Poeock  (herrie 
Ben-lobnfeaus'ii  to  quaffs  to  make  him  merrie* 
Such  as  would  make  the  grey-heardhotks  talk 
Had  they  but  tongues,  or,  had  they  legs,  to  walk  : 
Such  as  would  make  ApotlQ  fmile,  or  wu'd 
Draw  all  the  Sifters  to  our  Brotherhood. 
And  though  the  bald  Fool  ftaies  not,  let  him  know 
Weel  fit  and  drink  as  faft  as  he  fhal  go* 
So  as  the  fait  Anchovis  fwam  in  oyl, 
Weel  make  them  fwim  again  in  ft  cks  fwcet  fpoiU 


D4 


On 
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On  a  Map  of  the  World  accidentally  fain 
into  the  water  and ff oiled. 

THe  world  drown'd  once  agen  ?  fure  holy  text 
Saies  it  mould  be  by  fire  diiTolvednexr* 

Deucalion  then  weeps  for  this  world,  as  much 

As  once  for  th'  old  he  did,  it's  fins  are  fiich: 

And  as  before  he  drown'd  a  world  of  men, 

In  figure  thus  by  chance  it  finks  agen. 

Who  Plato's  book  of  Commonwealth  did  view 

By  mice  devour'd  and  thought  thence  would  enfue 

A  fatal  Period  of  the  publick  State  j 

Would  ha*  prefag'd  the  like  unhappy  fate 

(Had  but  he  fcen  this)  were  attending  us, 

And  conftrued  this  dire  chance  as  ominous 

I'l  not, obtrude  for  truths  Prophctick  dreamt; 

Yet  Ma ra's  waters  like  Mil's  ieavnfold  ftream* 

'Tofore  that  gently  did  but  wet  this  Land 

Now  in  a  purple  lake  of  bloud  do  ftand 

And  quite  o'rwhelm't :  and  which  is  worfe  we  fear 

No  Olivebranch  wil  e'r  agen  appear. 

The  Microcofme  of  individual  man 

Sec  how  that  wavers  in  an  Ocean 

Of  perillous  inconftancie  !  whilft  phlegme 

And  crude  raw  humours  quench  the  fires  in  him  j 

That  his  fplic-Gules  bear  not  the  gentleft  Waft 

See  how  the  Moral  world  in  ft  rife  doth  waft  ! 

And  by  like  jarring  doth  decay !  whilft  we 

From  il  to  worfe  ftil  Aide,  and  in  a  fea 

Of  Error  drown  atlaft]  Since  then  we  fee 

Both  thefe  and  the  material  world  mult  be 

Tth  end  difiblv'd  :  1  grieve  the  leflc  for  thec, 

That  arc  all  theirs  but  thin  Epitcmie* 

Vpon 
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Upon  the  fight  of  an  old  but  Very 
deformed  woman. 

•t  Saw  a  woman :  Blefs  me !  did  I  fay 
*  A  woman  or  a  Witch  ?  or  what  you  may 
Or  can  more  horrid  think,  a  Furie  y  flie 
Was  more  deformed  then  Deaths  Anatomic 
fror  the  black  ink,  nor  this  more  ragged  qui! 
Can  dawb  her  forth,  (he  look'c  fo  monftrous  il» 
A  Camel-back  with  a  crookt  baker-knee, 
Bow'd  like  a  token  for  the  earth  was  fhe : 
Her  eies  two  inches  buried  in  her  head 
Like  leaden  bullets  feem'd,  they  lookt  fo  dead : 
Hernofedid  like  a  Promontorie,  threat 
With  its  appendant  drop  the  chin  to  meet. 
Her  eie  brows  hairie,  and  her  rougher  brow 
furrowM  with  wrinckles  did  like  trenches  (how  $ 
Her  parched  hair  did  hang  like  wither'd  hay, 
About  her  ears,  it  was  fo  drie  and  grey ; 
Her  lean  chops  rough  and  hollow  as  tne  earth 
When  chopt  for  rain  in  a  drie  fummers  dearth : 
*The  mark  was  out  of  her  coney-mumping  mouth* 
^Vhere  if  a  tongue  yet  was  there  ne'r  a  tooth  > 
Which  when  (he  op't,  'twas  but  to  fart  a  cough, 
Where  who  flood  by  would  with  him  farther  off: 
Her  lips  like  th'  Monkies  hairy  hard  and  thin 
And  in  her  bofome  hung  her  forked  chin. 
Thus  monftrous  uglie  and  deform'd  was  (he  $ 
from  fuch  a  wainfcoat  face>  Deliver  me ! 


D  S  Vfon 
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O  n  the  late  Sett  of  the 
Adamites. 

A  Seft  of  Adamites  of  late's  reviv'd, 

Who  feem  more  innocent  then  e'r  Adam  livM. 
Such  as  will  naked  go,  and  think't  a  (in 
To  wear  a  garment,  they're  fo  hot  within 
With  Luft,  that  they  all  cloathing  do  difdaiqj 
Aoyom  old  Yeftments  they  account  prophane, 
Elijha*s  double  mantle  wnen  they  hear 
But  nam'd,  they  fweat  agen  :  they  nought  wil  wear, 
Not  holy  lawn  to  keep  them  from  the  air, 
Nor  Sz.fvhns  raiment,  made  of  Camels  heir  J 
Thefe  Veftal  garments  thoujgh  they  holy  be, 
Yet  they  dofmel  of  ftrong  hypocrine, 
Vcr>ta$  mult  leave  his  cloak,  not  any  thing 
Muft  here  be  worn,  no  not  a  wedding  ring, 
Nor  fig-leaves,  fuch  zsAdam  wore  long  uncc, 
When  he  had  loft  his  Robe  of  Innocence. 
The  whore  of  Babels  fmock  they  all  dcteft, 
All  Antichriftian  Reliques  with  the  reft. 
Ail  muft  be  barely  naked  ;  'caufe  they  fay 
Truth  it  felf  naked  goes,  and  fo  mould  they. 
Naked  as  from  their  mothers  wombs,they  wear 
Nothing  that  covers  onely  skin  and  hair  • 
Thus  marching  naked  Sifter,with  a  brother, 
For  want  of  clothes  they  cover  one  another 
In  fomedark  Grange  thus  meet  they,  where  'tis  fit 
That  they  the  deeds  of  darknefs  mould  commit : 
The  candles  are  put  out,  becaufe  they  fay 
They  are  enlightned  all,  and  fb  they  pray  j 
Here  they  begin  ;  and  thus  divide  the  tex^ 
Handling  in  order  whofoe'r  comes  next. 
They  fee)  a  womans  faith,  tel  by  tK  fpirit 
(  Which  doth  poflefs  them  )  which  ihal heav'n  inherit* 

Eaci 
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Each  Saint  his  fellow-feeler  chuleth  there, 
As  at  the  fprlng  each  bird  doth  choofc  his  Peer* 
And  when  they  all  grow  proud  with  hoc  defires, 
Thus  they  correft  and  quench  the  riling  fires. 

To  a  Ladieon  tbeDeath  of 
her  little  Dog. 

*kJ\Adam>  that  any  dog  (hould  die, 
*     I  not  at  all  do  wonde  r,  1 ; 
Nor  can  I  yours  bemoane  indeed. 
Since  like  it  felf  a  dog  it  died. 

Yet  'twas  a  pretty  dog,  I  vow, 
Dcfcended  we  J,  welfavoured  too; 
Kept  clean,  and  cleanly  with  the  maid 
Ayr'dit  felf  everyday,  'tis  faid  : 
Then  it  would  fmiling  fawn,  and  at 
Your  trencher  with  much  dutie  waite  5 
Bark  when  it  wanted  chicken,  and 
Would  take  no  meat  but  from  your  hand  i 
And  like  your  (hadow  follow  you 
Clofe  wherefoever  you  would  go : 
Then  to  your  bed  'twould  duly  come 
And  lick  you  where  you  pleas  d,  whofc  room 
Many  good  Chriffcians  would  have  tane 
With  willing  hearts,  and  there  have  lane* 
Laftly  (which  mud  not  be  forgot) 
Twas  good  conditioned  j  was  it  not  > 
A  Dog  of  wax  aflbon  it  was  j 
It  did  not  Tobits  dog  (urpafs, 
In  mood  and  form  that  wag'd  his  taile 
As  'twould  ha'  faid  to  his  matter,  baile  ! 
When  bold  ukjfts  after  ten 
Whole  years  xolthxta  age.n 

Hetdrn'd 
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Rcturn'd  his  dog  yet  him  did  know 
And  welcom'd  home  v  your  dog  had  no 
Such  memorie  1  think  ;  nor  would 
Ha'  mown  fuch  daintie  tricks  as  could 
The  Tinkers  cur  of  trapping,  that 
Did  pray  and  dance  on  two,  and  what 
More  wondrous  iSjwithtailein's  mouth 
Trip  the  Canaries  round  forfooth. 
Your  dog  I  grant  was  better  bred, 
Brought  up  at  hand  ;  and  better  fed 
Then  taught,  for  this  fame  ftately  wretch 
Scorn'd  ought  to  carry  or  to  fetch. 
What  worth  was  in  it  then,  that  you 
So  much  mould  prize  and  Jove  it  too f 
For  ri  be  bold  the  laft  great  fal 
Of  men  where  Death  had  conquered  all 
The  field  almoft,  and  you  did  loofe 
On  each  fide  friends,  that  none  of  thole 
Nor,  all  fo  much  afflicted  you 
As  your  dogs  fatal  end  doth  now.. 

Oh  !  it  did  love  you :  wel  It  might, 
So  'twould  whoe'r  made  much  of  it. 
But  let  me  tel  you  by  the  way 
(Not  to  offend  you)  I  heard  fay, 
Your  dog  fo  fed  with  fweetmeats  was, 
Cakebread,  and  Almond  butter,  as 
It's  breath  did  flirewdly  ftink :  but  let 
That  pafs  ;  t'had  aworfequalitie  yet, 
T'would  ftil  be  barking  with  it  fdf^ 
That  I  have  joy'd  to  fee  the  Elf 
How  finely  it  would  turn,  when  down 
It  rowld  it  felf  upon  the  ground : 
For  then  t'would  quiet  lie  awhile. 
But  fince  tis  now  more  quiet;  1'i 
Not  pi  try  it,  but  you,  to  grieve 
'Caufc  your  dog  could  not  ever  live. 
Dogs  have  their  daies,  'tis  true :  and  though 
A  dog-(\ar  fhtns  above,  below 

They 
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They  die.  Yet  fince  you  lov'd  its  fight 
VVec'l  pourtrayt  e'r  you  bury  it : 
And  for  his  Epitaph  fhai  be 
This  underwrit  in  memories 

His  Miftreflechiefeft  joy  andgricfe* 
Lov'd  too  almoft  as  her  own  life  5 
Here  lies  the  beft  of  Dogs,  and  left, 
That  Album  Gracum  made  the  beft 
To  cure  fore  throats  with  5  for  *ti$  faid 
The  Ifle  of  Dogs  fuch  never  had. 
But  dead  doth  now  fo  worthJcfc  prove 
His  skin  wil  hardly  make  one  glove 
For  a  childs  itchy  hand :  yethee 
Lives  famous  in  Effigie. 


■ss, 


In  Crumenk  Vacuum  an  nan  ? 


NAturc  as  faies  Philofbphie 
Admits  no  vacuum ;  yet  I 
(  O  the  fad  fate  of  codrtts  curie!) 
Find  there's  a  Vacuum  in  my  purfe. 
Or  Nature  errs  fure,  or  die  gold 
Which  my  now  empty  purfe.  did  hold. 
When  the  laft  mite's  exhaufted,  wou*H 
You  then  perfwade  me  yet  'tis  ful  ? 
When  Taverns  and  the  Mercers  book 
Have  pickt  my  pocket,  mall  I  look 
Then  for  gold  there  ?  I  can't  I  tro 
Both  eat  my  cake  and  have  it  too  * 

Yet  to  make  good  this  Axiome, 

Here's  one  in  charitie  throwes  Ibme 

Small  crums  of  comfort  in  :  he  tels 

Mee  its  fill  of  air,  but  nothing  els : 

Alas  !  I'm  no  Chamoelion, 

Nor  can  I  live  by  air  alone* 

if 
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If  all  thy  gold  diflblved  be 
To  liquid  and  Potabile ; 
Wil  not  your  ftrings  ftretch  for  one  pine 
Of  Sack  ?  all  gone  ?  is  nothing  in*c  ? 
Oh  thou  my  dear  and  quondam  friend 
That  in  my  need  didft  money  lend, 
How  do  I  grieve  thy  skeliton 
Reduc'd  thus  foon  to  skin  and  bone  1 
Sure  foine  wil  think  that  fee  thy  thin 
And  aierie  Corps,  that  thou  haft  bin 
Some  Poets  purfc,  thus  made  refine 
By  th'Alchimieof  wit  and  wine  j 
And  that  thy  Angel  gold  may  bee . 
Still  there,  though  it  we  cannot  fee; 
It  is  fo  fublimated,  and 
So  pure  $  for  fince  we  under  (land 
The  Angels  to  be  Spirits,  then 
Thou'rt  become  fpiritual  agen. 

Well  then  Philofophie  in  truth, 
I  find  thou  focakft  the  naked  truth  j 
For  though  tor  coine  it  empty  be 
Yet  there  is  no  vacuitie. 
Though  no  bright  Angel  do  appear 
lathis  difpifed  Hemilphear ; 
Yet  the  Div'ls  in't  without  all  doubt 
There's  ne'r  a  croffe  to  keep  hifn  out.  Dtfunt  nrnnulU, 


To  &  Friend  wijhing  peace. 


LEt's  all  be  friends !  a  happy  peace 
Would  make  us  prize  that  'bove  out  eafc ; 
Then  we  wou'd  home,  and  marrie  too, 

To  keep  that  corner  of  the  houfe 
Yet  left  unfaclct  by  civil  foe, 
And  drink  a  round  in  dear  caroufc. 


Oh 
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Oh  what  a  happy  thing  it  were, 
To  live  fecure,  and  free  from  fear 
Of  plunder !  when  the  dul  hind  may 

With  pig  in  hand  his  yearly  rent 
To  his  old  Landlord  juftly  pay 

In  ftead  of  King  or  Parliament ! 

No  hurrie  then  of  dread  Alar'ms ; 
From  fleep  mould  fright  us  into  Arms : 
Gaols  ihouVlftand  em ptie  then,  and  wee 

Enlarged  as  the  winds  may  breath 
Each  where,  and  as  in  Jubilee 

Live  free  from  fear  of  fudden  death. 

The  Trumpet  then  fhal  oncly  blaze 
In  Chriftmas  or  at  Puppet  plaies  ; 
Or  ferve  the  Clowns  to  fummon  o're 

To  wak  oW  Judge,  at  grand  Afsize  i 
And  the  drum  oncly  beat  before 

Amuzled  Bear,  or  harmlefs  prize. 

Then  fhal  we  fee  no  arms,  but  (uch 
As  in  the  great  Hall  hane  o'th'  crutch 
All  ruft  wich  cobwebs ,  which  to  clear 

The  Grooms  and  Coachmen,  (as  you  know 
It  was  the  cuftome  )  once  a  year 

Muft  at  the  County  training  (how. 

In  the  Kings  highway  then  wee'I  ride, 
(  Not  skulk  ingle  ft  we  fhould  be  fpi'd 

In  private  lanes  or  by-waies  cut 
By  hardy  Pioneer)  a  gentle  pace, 

In  ftead  ot  marching  toa  hut 

Or  hedge, unto  fome  warmer,  place. 

O'th*  week-daies  then  weel  bowle  and  chat 
Of  our  dear  loves,  and  you  know  what, 

Bat 
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But  not  one  (/liable  of  State, 
Amidft  our  pleafant  mirth  j  and  then 

( If  that  Religion  bear  date  ) 
Wee'l  pray  on  Sundaies  once  agen. 

If  Oliv'd  peace  mould  once  more  fmilc 
And  fay,  he  haopy  !  to  this  Ifle  , 
(Dear  friend  !)  as  who  knows  but  (he  may  jj 
k  I  dare  prefume  that  you  and  I 
Shal  kifs  her  feet,  and  wifh  her  ftay ; 
And  he  that  doth  not,  may  he  die ! 


Song  in  afteae. 

FIl,  fill  the  goblet  full  with  fack ! 
I  mean  our  tall  black- jerkin  Jack, 
Whofe  hide  is  proofe  'gainft  rabble-Rout, 
And  will  keep  all  ill  weathers  out. 
What  though  our  plate  be  coin'd  and  (pent  ? 
Our  faces  next  we'l  fend  to  th*  mint : 
And  'fore  wee'l  bafely  yield  the  town, 
Sack  it  our  felves  and  drink  it  down. 

Accurft  be  he  doth  talk  or  think 
Of  treating,  or  denies  to  drink, 
Such  driehopfucking  narrow  fouls 
Tafte  not  the  freedome  of  our  bowl*** 
They  onely  are  befieg'd,  whilft  we 
By  drinking  purchaie  liberric. 
Wine  doth  enlarge,  and  eafe  our  minds. 
Who  freely  drinks  no  thraldomc  finds. 

Let's  drink  then  as  we  us'd  to  fight, 
As  long  as  we  can  ftand,  in  fpight 
Of  Foe  or  Fortune !  who  can  tel  ? 
Shec  with  our  cups  again  may  fwellj 
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Hee  neither  dares  to  die  or  fight. 
Whom  harmlefs  fears  from  healths  affright  I 
Then  let  us  drink  our  fbrrows  down, 
And  our  felves  up  to  keep  the  town. 

i  ———.—— i  in  ii 1 1      i  —————— —————— 

On  the  Qreeyle  fouldiers  marching  in 

Oxford  in  the  Lord  Thr.Cot- 

tington'f  Campanie. 

C  Tay  Gentlemen  !  and  you  fhal  fee  a  very  rare  fight ; 
Souldierswho  though  they  want  arms,  yet  wil  fight  ; 
Nay  fome  of  them  have  never  a  leg  but  onely  Willi 
Their  Governour,  and  yet  they'l  ftand  to  it  ftil. 
The  birds  call'd  Apodes  they  refemble,  and  feem 
To  be  without  either  wing  or  leg,  like  them. 
Oh  the  courage  of  a  drunken  and  valiant  mani 
For  each  wil  dc  going  when  he  cannot  ftand  ! 
Then  room  for  Criples  Ihere  comes  a  companicj 
Such  as  before  I  think  you  ne!r  did  fee : 
Here  s one  like  a  Pidgion gocspinion'd  in  fpight 
Of  old  Priapus,  the  birds  to  affright : 
Another  limps  as  if  he  had  got  the  Pharfe, 
With  his  half  leg  like  a  Goofe  clofe  up  to  his  arfe. 
Yet  miftake  me  not !  this  is  no  Puppet  play  \ 
You  fhal  ondy  fee  the  feveral  motions  to  day. 
Kan:  tan:  tan:  with  a  fpanifh  march  and  gate  (ftate* 

Thus  they  follow  their  Leader  according  to  his  wonted 
A  Snaile  or  a  Crabloufc  would  march  in  a  day. 
If  driven  as  led  with  the  white  ftaffe  as  far  as  they. 
What  1  (hould  cal  them  I  hardly  do  know, 
Foot  they  are  not  as  appears  by  the  fhow  : 
By  the  wearing  of  their  Muftjuets  to  which  they  are  ty'd, 
They  mould  be  Dragooners  had  they  horfes  to  ride. 
Ana  yet  now  I  think  on  t,  thcY  cannot  be  fuch  j 
Becaufe  each  man  hath  his  rc&for  his  crutch* 

To 
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To  thefe  their  Officer  need  not  to  fay  at  alar'ms, 

Stand  to  your  Colours,  or  handle  your  arms : 

Yet  that  tney  are  Souldiours,  yoir  lafely  may  fay, 

For  they'l  die  before  they  wil  run  away  • 

Nay,  they  are  (tout  as  ever  were  Vantrumps, 

For  like  mddrlvgtm  they'l  fight  upon  their  very  dumps. 

They  have  keen  E (bridge  flomacks,  and  weldiigefi 

Both  Iron  and  Lead,  as  a  Dog  wil  a  bread 

OfMutton.  But  now  to  their  Pedigree  j 

That  they  are  fons  of  Mars,  moft  writers  agree  j 

Some  conceive  from  the  Badger  old  Vulcan  they  came, 

Becaufe  like  him  they  are  Mettle-men  and  lame,      (and 

The  moderns  think  they  came  from  the  Guy  is  QftVanvidb 

Some  think  they  are  or  the  old  Herculean  band  ; 

For  as  by  his  foot  he  was  difcover'd,  fo 

By  their  feet  you  their  valour  may  know. 

And  though  many  wear  wooden  legs  and  crutches. 

Yet,  by  Hercules,  I  can  allure  you, iuch  is 

Their  {reeled  refolution,  that  here 

You'l  find  none  that  wil  the  woodden  dagger  wear* 

They're  true  and  truftie  Trojans  all  believe  me, 

And  flride  their  wooden  Palfreis  well :  t'would  grieve  me 

To  fee  them  tire  before  they  get 

Unto  the  Holy- bum  ;  but  yet 

If  they  mould  faint,  at  that  end  of  the  town, 

They  may  fet  up  their  horfes  and  lie  down. 

Molt  ot  thefe  fighters,  f  would  have  you  to  know, 

Were  our  brave  Edgehil  tfiermidons  awhile  agoe. 

Who  were  their  limbs  like  their  loofcr  rags* 

Ready  to  leave  them  at  the  next  hedge,  with  brags, 

That  through  the  merit  of  their  former  harms, 

They  die  like  Gentlemen  though  they  bear  no  arms. 

Nowfome  wil  fufpeft  that  my  Mule  may  be, 
'Caufe  (he  is  fo  lame,of  this-  Companie : 
And  the  rather,  becaufe  one  verfe  fometimes, 
Is  much  ftiorter  then  his  fellows  to  hold  up  the  rithmes; 
I  confefs  before  Criples  to  halt  is  not  good ; 
Yet  for  excufe  (hee  pleads,  flie  underftood 

That 
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That  things  by  their  Antilles  are  belt  difplaid 3 
And  for  that  caufe  her  feet  are  now  Iambick  made* 


mw&* 


Eefrioeriu 


m. 


NO w  through  each  ycin  my  blood  doth  run 
Hot  as  the  Summers  fcorching  Sun, 
Whilft  on  what  fide  fo  e'r  I  turn, 
With  double  frying  flames  I  burn* 
To  cool  both  o&tnois  jfirft  1*1  have 
An  Arbour  cooie  as  is  the  grave* 
And  with  green  Ihadie  branches  wove 
As  covert  as  Vodond's  grove. 
So  that  the  Sun  may  not  appear 
At  all  In  thisclofe  Hemifphere. 
With  Curran-bumes  PI  hav't  made 
Vail'do'r  with  Sycamores  coo le  (hade, 
And  mixt  with  Rafps  and  Cherrytrecs. 
Whofe  choice  fruit  may  my  palJat  pleale. 

Pth*  midft  of  which  next  fhal  be  fpread 
Upon  a  large  and  fpacious  (lead, 
A  froft-upon-green  tabbie  Quilt 
Watered,  as  if  t  had  there  bin  fpilr, 
Strew'd  o*rwith  Rotes  where  I  may 
Naked  my  laxic  limbs  difplay  j 
And  underneath *t  a  Chriltal  ftream 
Of  freih  Rofc-water  ftilTd  from  them 
Through  th'limbeck  of  my  body,  that 
My  fmelling  Senfc  may  recreate, 
A  marble  Fountain  next  PI  have 
Clofe  by  in  a  large  hollow  cave 
Springing  with  Nilus  feav'nfold  ftreams, 
Til  they  all  meet  in  one  fair  Thames ; 
Warning  in  whofe  pure  waters  we 
Diana  and  her  Njmfhi  may  fee : 


With 
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With  other  lively  Pi  fturcs,  that 
My  Seeing  fenfe  may  recreate. 
Next  I  wil  have  Arion  play 
Upon  a  Dolphins  back,  whofe  lay 
Shal  teach  each  bird  to  chirp  and  trie 
How  to  excel  his  harmonic 
Orphtut  his  harp,  Apollo's  lyre 
Shal  with  the  Syrens  fill  the  Quire. 
With  other  forts  of  Mufick,  that 
My  hearing  Senfe  may  recreate, 
A  Mirmaid  next  VI  have  in  ftead 
Oth'  Barber  for  to  kemb  my  head  • 
All  the  four  Winds  too  fhai  confpirc 
With  gentle  brcize  to  coole  my  fire 
Till  I  being  fann'd  with  Ladies  love, 
Then  their  cold  Sex  ihall  colder  prove, 
Laft,  becaufe  nought  cools  better  then 
A  Maid  who  warms  and  cooles  agen. 
l'lhave  a  young  plump  amorous  Queen, 
Ripe  though  (he  be  not  yet  fifteen. 
'Twixt  whofe  clofe  arms  and  fnowiebrcaft 
I  may  difrufe  my  heat,  and  reft  : 
Then  bath  my  felf  in  kifTes,  that 
My  Feeling  Senfe  may  recreate. 
Tnus  when  at  once  I  all  my  Senfesplcafc, 
Me  thinks  I  feel  my  felf  in  Paradile. 
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On  the  Death  oftheyoungandfiout 
LadieM"C.?. 

SO  yong  and  ripe  in  judgement  ?  fie  for  heaven 
A  Saint  fhee  was  on  earth,  before  eleven* 
What  Virtue  was  there  lodg'd  in  this  fmal  world* 
Whofe  foul  grew  falter  then  the  body  could  ? 
Sins  fhee  had  none,  but  what  curft  Nature  gave, 
Yet  e'r  (he  knew't,  fhee  long'd  this  world  to  leave. 
Where  but  new  enter'd,  fhe  with  pious  rage 
Her  Prologue  fpoke*  doth  bravely  quit  the  ftage. 
Oh  happy  growth,  that  in  fo  fhort  a  time, 
This  early  bloflbme  thus  to  heav'n  could  climb ! 

Eftcedium 
On  the  beautiful  Lady  Mr$  AJfomfortu- 
nately  drowned  by  chance  in  the  Thames 
in  pafsina  the  Bridge. 

DRown'd  ?  and  i'th*  Thames  ?  oh  how  I  grieve  to  fee 
Such  fair  dreams  ad  fo  foul  a  Tracedie  1 
Not  all  thy  main  which  twice  a  day  doth  flow, 
Can  waih  this  guilt  from  off  thy  confeious  brw# 

Like 
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Like  the  dead  fea  thou  look'ft ;  whilft  every  wave 
Thou  wear 'ft,  now  feems  to  be  another  grave* 
Forgetful  Lethe ,  or  the  Stygian  Lake, 
As  thou  foul  Tyber,  looks  not  halfc  fo  black. 
How  horrid  thou  appear'ft  !  and  thou  dofl  fcaft 
Sowre,  and  not  hair  b  pleafant  as  thou  waft  j 
Rome  now  wii  fear  to  drink  thee,  fince  thou'rt  dyde 
With  fuchchaft  guiltleffe  blood,  and  none  wil  ride 
More  on  thy  ruder  waves,  thy  crueltie 
Since  't  would  not  fpare  fo  fair  a  Saint  as  fhee. 
How  I  could  flow  with  anger  !  chide  thee  too* 
But  thou  art  innocent,  as  pure,  1  know  : 
*Las  'twas  her  Fate,  unhappy  Deftinic  ! 
Thus  to  thy  ftreams,  to  addemore  puritie. 
Thou'rt  become  white  agen  $  an  Element 
Fie  to  receive  a  foul  (b  innocent ; 
Whofe  body  buried  in  thy  Chriftal  tomb 
Tranfpaient  lies,  fcorning  earths  bafer  womb. 
Gilt  Ta&Us  banks3  nor  the  Peflotian 
Can  boaft  fuch  Golden  treafures  as  you  can. 
Thou  didft  but  lend  her  to  the  Ear  th  awhile, 
Thou  haft  thy  Pearl  again,  now  Tbamk  fmile* 
'Tis  fit  fuch  gems  Ihoufd  by  the  makers  hands 
Shine  thus  transplanted  to  their  native  finds*, 


On  the  Death  of  the  excellent  fait 
Lady ,the Lady  A.R. 

HOw  blindly  erring  were  thofe  Painter$,that 
Did  without  eies  grim  Death  delineate  ? 
Did  he  not  ayming  (hoot,  and  mooting  hit 
'Midft  the  Arcadian  Nymphs  this  faireft  white, 
This  whiteft  Venus  Dove  }  without  his  fight 
How  had  he  found  this  mark,  or  mot  fo  right  ? 


Thus 
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Thus  as  he  aiming  flood,  and  in  his  heart 
Relenting  doubted,  whether  his  fel  dare 
He  fliould  or  fpare  or  fend,  fo  long  he  gaz'd 
Upon  her  Beauties  fplendour  all  amaz'd, 
That  die  bright  raies  (he  darted,  did  fofhine 
And  dazle  the  beholding  Archers  eyne, 
That  whilft  he  trembling  (hot  and  made  her  light 
Extinct,  the  beams  of  that  put  out  his  light. 
And  fo  e'r  fince  Death  hath  been  blind  indeed; 
On  her  fair  Tomb  this  Epitaph  flial  be  read  : 
Beaut k  here  on  Death  reveng*dy  Triumphant  Iies3 
whofe  Glories  won  ail  hearts,  put  out  all  eies. 


On  the  lojfe  of  Mr  N.W.  his  three  fag* 
uers  cut  off  at  the  battel  ofEdzthilJoe 
being  both  a  Poet  and  a  Mufitian* 

JjY  fome  it  hath  been  faid, 

That  the  beft  Mufick  is  by  difcord  made  $ 

But  here,  (  I  grieve  to  fee  ) 
By  difcords  we  have  loll  our  harmonic 

How  cruel  was  that  hand 
DeprivM  thee  of  thy  cunning  fingers  ?  and 

At  one  unhappy  blow 
Cut  off  an  Orpheus,  and  a  Poet  too  ? 

How  fadly  the  firings  reft 
£'r  fince  thofe  fingers  which  before  exprcft 

On  them  fuch  lively  art, 
Were  thus  differed  from  their  conftant  part  ? 

Yet  though  thefe  joynts  be  gone 
To  quiet  eafe,  two  fingers  ftil  are  on, 

Which  with  dcxteritic 
Can  write  the  Epitaph  o'th*  t'other  three. 

E  And 
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And  though  vou  cannot  play  j 
Vet  ftil  both  fing,  and  vcrfifie  you  may. 


Naenia 
Upon  the  death  of  my  dear  friend  TJS. 
Bffiirejhm  at  the firji fight  at 
Newbery,  1645. 

PAle  Ghoft !  I  weep,  not  *caufe  thy  precious  blood 
Honour'd  when  fpilt,  a  caufe  fo  juft,  fogood  ; 
Nor  grieve  I  'caufe  (o  much  that  futter'd  too, 
rrh*  loffe  of  fuch  a  Champion  as  you  : 
This  makes  my  heart  afrefh  with  thy  wounds  bleed, 
A  Loyal  Subject,  and  my  friend,  is  dead. 
One,  whole  unborrow'd  native  Wit  proclaimed 
Him  fole^o//o*s  heire ;  whofe  Venus  fam'd 
Him  with  Pandora's  gifts  endow 'd$  whofe  parts 
Did  ftile  him  Mafter  of  all  noble  Arts. 
One  whofe  Youths  fprightful  valour  did  ending 
To  a&s  Heroick  without  help  of  wine, 
One  who  prefer'd  the  caufe  he  had  in  hand 
Above  his  life,  before  his  fathers  land : 
One  that  was  forward,  yet  not  defp'rate  bold, 
A  coward  in  ill  ads,  yet  durft  behold 
Death  inhisuglyeft  vizar.  This  was  Hee 
Who  lov'd  his  friend,  and  feard  no  Enemie. 
Who  nobly  thus  did  feek  an  early  grave, 
Becaufe  heicorn'd  to  live  a  fubjects  flave. 
Wide  was  the  Orifice  fure  of  thy  large  wound. 
Els  had  thy  great  and  gallant  foul  ne'r  found 
So  eafie  paflage  thence  to  fallie  out, 
And  leave  her  fo  loy'd  feat  to  range  about 
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TVElefian  groves*  My  fouls  beft  part  adieu, 

Fl  bathe  thy  wound  in  tears,  though  wounded  too. 

Dric  eies  forbear  this  urn  !  oh  come  not  neer 

To  read  this  Epitaph  without  a  tear. 
Spirit  of  tfti  and  Valour  fan  doth  lie 
Doubly  entomb9  di'th*  Readers  been  endue* 


Upon  the  Ifagring  death  of  the  Virtuous 


TT\Eath  !  I  not  blame  thy  fubtiltie 
In  cutting  off  this  Happy  Shee  : 
Nc'r  didft  thou  yet  in  thy  black  lift  enroul 
So  fair  a  foul. 
Thy  Envie  fnatcht  her  hence,  left  wee 
By  her  example  taught,  mould  be 
Immortaliz'd  by  virtue,  and  live  ftil 
•Againft  thy  wiK 
For  hadft  thou  ipar'd  her  yet  awhile, 
And  not  prevented  by  this  wile 
Our  grand  defign,  thou'adft  loft  thy  fting,  and  wee 
Not  feared  thee. 
Coward  thou  didft  by  flow  degrees 
Upon  her  Vital  fpirits  ceaze, 
Els  had  fliee  fummon'd  pow'r,  enough  to  ftand 
Thy  armed  hand. 
Subtile  and  envious  Coward,  thus 
Thou 'aft  fpoiled  Nature,  robbed  us  : 
Yet  I  not  blame  thee,thou'adft  no  other  way, 

To  get  thy  prey. 


B  z  Up 
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Moon  the  Death  of  the  truly  valiant 
Sir  Bevil  Grenviijhin. 

eEE  where  in  Weftern  clouds  our  Sun  is  fet ! 

Whilft  thofe  thick  groves  of  Pikes  of  him  befcc 
To  guard  his  Valour,  trembled  all  and  (hoke 
With  Afjpen  fear,  foon  as  this  ftately  Oke 
Was  cleft  with  fatal  thunder  !  every  head 
Droops  like  pearl'd  Violets  now  CrenvU's  dead. 
Wee  need  no  Gods  of  Egypt  to  exhale 
Salt  rivers  from  our  eies,  and  force  us  waile 
His  forrowed  abfence ;  no  fowre  peele,  or  Rue 
To  damp  our  looks  to  Pharifaick  hue. 
From  Grenvil's  Herfe  each  cheek  is  watered, 
And  fcorns  to  wear  a  fmile  now  he  is  dead. 
Did  I  not  view  Heav'ns  great  unarmed  bow, 
I  might  liifpect  Deucalion  would  o*r-flow 
The  drenched  world  again,  and  in  his  name 
Ereft  a  new  eternal  Ark  of  Fame. 
What  fiiddcn  inundation  elfe  could  thus 
As  in  afecond  deluge  bury  us 
Alive  ?  and  waft  us  by  a  quick  return 
To  fhades5  what  fire  but  tliat  of  his  bright  urne 
Coujdmelt  each  Mufe  to  liquified  verle, 
And  thus  diflblve  in  Elcgiack  tears  ? 
What  Ocean  but  his  Virtues  could  have  drunk 
So  many  flouds  from  weeping  eies,  or  funk, 
So  many  drowning  hearts?  at  whoie  fad  fall 
A  deep  groan'd  rDiapafen  drowneth  all, 
And  blends  at  once  our  Harmon  ie— — • 
Oh  I  could  curfe  that  Planet  that  did  reign 
At  thy  firft  birth,  and  e'r  fineefmiling  mine 
Til  this  unluckie  hour  it  frown'd  on  thee, 
Prompting  our  Stars  to  bode  us  miferie. 
For  if  our  hopeful  caufe  ihould  gafping  lie, 
IMefwear  itlanguifht,  fince  (he  faw  thee  die* 
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Upon  the  unfortunate  death  of  the  truly 
gallant  and  noble  GmtJLdSack- 
vil3  Effcire. 


T'Hy  pow'r  pale  envious  death  I  now  defie, 

Thy  rage  is  fpent  in  this  one  Tragedie. 
Thou3 aft  purloin'd  our  chief  wealth,  and  in  one  hour 
Rob'd  Honours  Garland  of  its  choifeft  flow'r. 
Now  do  thy  worfl; !  thy  life-depriving  dart, 
Can  no  more  Conqueft  brings  nor  deeper  fmart. 
Oft  his  tri'd  Valour  in  the  open  field 
Dar'd  thee,  where  fince  thou  couldft  not  make  him  yield, 
Now  by  a  weak  and  clandeftine  furprize 
Thoufmit'ft  him  unawares  by  cowardize. 
Yet  went  he  arm'd  againft  that  fatal  blow, 
Which  findid  print  upon  his  flefh,  not  you. 
Then  be  not  proud  of  this  thy  fpoil,  fince  he 
Did  wifh  to,  more  then  you  could  make  him,  die. 
For  now  he  lives  fam'd  to  pofteritie, 
Both  for  his  Virtues  and  his  Loyaltie. 
The  gallant  fpirit  of  whofe  youthful  heat 
Doth  with  his  urnes  clear  oyle  perpetuate. 
We  weep  not  then,  becaufe  he  dy'd  ->  but  thus  5 
The  ftrange  chance,  doth  ftrange  wonder  claim  in  us. 
Hee  that  but  newly  chang'd  his  mortal  life 
In  f acred  wedlock,  with  a  happy  Wife, 
Is  fore'd  by  th'ignorant  malice  of  worfe  men 
To  change  it  for  a  happ'er  once  agen ; 
Hee  whole  rich  Virtues  gain  d  each  man  his  friend 
That  knew  them  both,  to  his  untimely  end 
Thus  brought  by  foes  (  if  any  he  could  have  ) 
Hath  with  his  precious  corps  enricht  the  grave. 
Hee,  Hee,  is  gone  :  and  nought  but  forrow  left 
To  mind  us  of  the  good  we  are  bereft. 

E  3  For 
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For  'tis  not  oncly  Hec  ;  we  all  arc  dead 
As  when  the  Sun  fets  flow'rs  feem  withered  : 
Nor  doth  his  Fam'ly  onely  lofe  a  ftem, 
The  Kingdomc  faffers  in  the  loffe  of  him. 
More  I  (hould  fay  ;  but  fullen  griefe  denies, 
II  figh,  and  vent  the  reft  with  weeping  eies. 


Elede 
Upon  the  death  of  that  thrice  "valiant 
Lord,  the  Lord  Bernard  Stewart,  Jlain 
in  the  fight  neer  V  Vefl-Chefler# 

BO  aft  not  proud  death  of  this  thy  Vic"torie ! 
In  killing  him  who  thus  refolv  d  to  die ! 
Hadft  thou  a  life  to  lofe,  I  would  on  thee 
Revenge  his  too  too  early  Deftinie. 
But  Coward !  thou  nor  fpirit  haft  nor  heat; 
Els  thou  wouldft  neer  ha*  fmit  fo  brave,fo  great 
A  Perfon,  that  on  thy  dread  Tragick  ftagc 
Fought  on  thy  fide,  and  in  that  bloodie  rage 
To  thy  black  lhades  fo  many  brearhlefle  lent. 
Perhaps  thou  fcardfthis  highborn  furie  meant 
With  fierce  aifault  thy  conqu'ring  felfe  difarm, 
Sans  fear  of  death  he  fought  foj  at  which  alar'm, 
Left  he  thy  territories  {hould  invade, 
And  fo  ufurp  thy  pow'r,  thou  waft  afraid, 
So  'caus  thy  jealous  fear  would  admit  none, 
A  Rival  in  thy  Empire,  thou  fo  foon 
Didft  cut  him  oft\  Happy  unhappy  he 
Right  noble  born,  and  dying  ;  here  doth  lie, 
Whofc  fingle  Death-defpifing  Valour  made 
His  greateftcnemie,  Death  it  felfe  afraid. 

To 
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On  the  Death  of  that  moft  famous  Mufi* 
clan  M1  W.Lawes^  /lain  in  this  un- 
happy Civil  Wary. 


C  Uch  is  the  ftrange  Antipathie  between 

°The  Wolfe  and  fhecp  j  that  a  Drum  with  Wolves  skin 

Headed  and  beat,  the  partchment  bottome  breaks. 

And  foundlefs  to  the  flick  no  anfwer  makes  ; 

So  the  Wolfe's  by,  the  *  Lambftrings  break  5  fo  *  dumt 

2s  th'other,  when  you  found  a  Wolves-skinM  Drum. 

By  Wolves  our  Orpheus  thus  oppos'd  was  flain  j 
His  Lyres  offended  firings  thus  crackt  in  twain. 
At  their  harfhfoes  approach,  and  rang  his  knelL 
Such  untun'd  fouls,  who  difcord  lov'd  too  well> 
Knew  not  the  Heav*n  of  Muficks  harmonic 
(  And  who  not  love?t  dull  or  il-natur'd  be  ) 
But  more  enraged  grew.  Elfe  like  thofe 
Wild  beafts  Amphion  tam'd,  they  wou'd  ha*  rofe 
Infpir'd  with  love,  and  kift  thofe  hands,  whofe  aires 
Ravifhtthe  birds,  and  taught  the  heav'nly  Spheres 
To  move  in  pleafing  confort.  But  e'r  fin* 
Our  Larves  expir'd,  this  Common- wealth  hath  bin 
Quite  out  of  tune.  Could  his  furviving  laies 
Yet  'fwage  our  Genius  (  as  Pythagoras 

*  SicAlciatus  putav'it  in  illo  eteganti  Emblemate.  Coetc-. 
ra  mutefcent  coriumejj  filebit  oviilum  Si  confefta  lup1 
tympana  pelle  fonent,^.  Tanta  quippe  eft  antipathiayvt  nC 
morte  quidem  fimatur  \fed  v<l  turn  qnoq*y  Lupus  Ovi  fornu~ 
dolofus  exitlat*  *  Ideoq*  Lup'mas  fides  fi  jungas  agiinis> 
illasdiflilerefcrib'tiMzrtinus  del  Bio,  Jib. I,  Dif^iu  Ma* 
gicc.4. 
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With  his  foft  accents,  and  fweet  ftreins  fubdu'd 
And  wellappeas'damad-brainM  multitude) 
J'de  fwcar  they  were  Divine,  whofe  powerful  breath 
Could  Eccho  his  rare  concords  after  death,. 
And  in  Loves  Symphonie  unite  each  parr* 
This  had  been  done  by  Lowes  hid  hand  and  Arc, 
(Had he  but  liv*d;  )  e'rnow.  Melpomene, 
Mourn  then !  for  earth  hath  loft  her  harmonic 
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To  the  Reader. 


Gentle  Reader, 

ufpeft  ymfelfe,  and  not  me,  I  am  no  wilde  Sa- 
tyr, no  Rhinoceros,  cui  nafus  fufpendet  ad- 
uncus  :  if  you  make  not  your  fetfe  the  greater 
mon(lcr,  and  by  a  guilty  application  think  your 
felfe  pointed  at.    Though  the  title  Epigram 
[eems  to  unit  a  (ling  in  the  tayte  lyet  the  harmfefs  Bee  toil  not 
wound,  unlefs  you  firftprovofp  it.  Indeed  an  Epigram  (hould 
be  aculeatum  in  cauda>  where  the  whole  force  of  the  argu- 
mnt  7T*&  Trefoil**  fhouldbe  fyllogislical/y  fummdup  In 
Mconclufion.  This  Lefbian  rule,  l  have  endeavoured  to  beep 
where  perhaps  I  conclude  fometimes  with  gall  enough   but  no 
fpleen.  I  not  pcrfonate  thee,  but  thy  f0Uies  ( if  thoU  haft  any.) 
Such  general  cenfures  art  not  fcandalous,  but  ufeful    and 
therefore  pardonable.  If  thou  fees!  then  thy  imperfeclions  in 
tnyofthefeldaasas  inamirrour  reprefented  to  thee,  blame 
Mature  and  thy  felf,  and  not  the.  glafs  thatjhowes  them.  All 
that  I  Jhall  fay  to  excufe  thefe  illepidas  ineptias,  in  that  they 
are  not  all  alike  faltedyis  what  the  besl  0/Epigramati{fe/i/i 
cf  his  own  long  fmce* 

Sunt  bona,funt  qusdam  mediocria,fcd  mala  plura- 
Qua:  legis  hie  aliwr  non  fis  Avit*,  liber. 

Some  good  there  are,  fomt  mean,  though  moll  be  bad 
Ht»r  bvo\  was  othcrmfe  (  Good  Reader  t)  made.     * 
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To  the  Reader  of  my  Epigrams 
and  Satyrs. 

Reader  \  that  we  may  ftil  be  friends  be  wife  f 
And  read  no  more  of  me,  I  thee  advife ! 
Somewhere  thou'lt  find  thy  felfe  abus  d,and  hate 
My  naked  truths,  and  fo  repent  too  late ; 
Some  fawcie  line,  if  they,  not  give  offencej 
The  duller  yet,  wil  vex  thy  patience. 
Why  wrot  I  then ,  me  thinks  I  hear  it  fed, 
If  I  not  meant  the  Satyrs ihould  be  read  ? 
Read  on  then  at  your  peril !  but  fee  you 
Read  as  I  writ,  having  nought  els  to  do. 


To  a  UciVious  Blach^rnoor e 
Woman. 

'-Tls  Night  in  thine,  in  my  face  day  :  but  yet 

Should  wee  joyn  j  wee  might  mongrel  twilight  get  > 
A  Tawny-moore  that  would  of  both  partake  : 
Haunt  rac  nor,  Shade !  1*1  no  new  monfter  make. 

To 
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To  Cofmus. 

wfOuHft  know  who  'tis  that  makes  his  knife  his  ploigh? 
™  Reaps  with  encreafe,  and  yet  doth  never  low  > 
That  hath  no  Granaric  to  inn  an  care, 
And  yet  'tis  harveft  with  him  all  the  year  ? 
That  without  fear  of  Statute  doth  ingrofle 
All  th'corn  hee  can,  and  lives  by  others  lofle  ? 
Nor  buyes  nor  fels,  nor  eats  it  ?  then  know  (  Sir  ?  ) 
'Tis  GemuTcide,  your  humble  Corn -cutter. 


On  Lieutenant  Catch. 

CAtch  brags  much  of  his  learning  j  and  how  wel 
In  letters  verft.he  many  doth  excel : 
Thou  wert  indeed  a  cunning  letter'd  knave. 
Thy  learning  from  the  gallowcs  thee  did  lave : 
No  Samian  e'r  fo  lettcr'd  was,  as  you, 
Twice  thou  waft  burnt  i  W  hand,  and* once  i  W  browf 


To  one  that  after  ten  years  Jiudie7  brought 
forth  a  lamentable  work? 

>-rEn  years  you  fay  *ris,  fince  you  5gan  to  write  : 
*  So  long  in  bringing  forth  fo  little  wit  ? 
So  after  ten  years  (lege  the  Grecians  won 
But  a  dry  raviflit  Helen,  and  burnt  town : 
So  Elepnants  bring  forth,  having  ten  years  gone, 
A  fcetuous  monfter,  fuch  as  you  have  done. 

On 
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On  rich  Lock. 

Rich  Lock's  maids  ftay  not  long  with  liim,yet  they 
Laden  all,  though  not  Maiden,  go  away  : 
Some  to  his  tenants  eldeft  fons  are  wed, 
Some  to  his  menial  fcrvants  married  ; 
With  th*  firft  he  gives  fome  monie,  and  to  thefc 
A  Rent-free  farme  or  Copyhold  he  gi'es. 
Well  their  fhort  fervicc  thou  rewarded  Lock: 
Young  Tenants  cann't  begin  without  a  ftock. 
Sure  a  more  gracious  Landlord  ne'r  was  known 
Lock's  now  more  like  a  father  to  his  town. 


To  the  Printer. 


t  Prithee  fpoil-fheet !  through  refolv'd  miftake 
**Don't  in  my  book  more  new  Errata's  make ! 
And  force,  ith'  latter  fheet  thy  Reader  fo 
With  thy  faults  and  fmal  fenfe  more  pennance  do! 
Hee'lnot  forgive  thee,  fince  he  knows  fill  wel 
You  made  them  now,  that  it  might  better  kl. 


On  Galla  her  going  to  a  Nunnerie, 

P  5R  her  Probation  year  was  finiflied, 

She  not  approv'd  that  life ;  Improve  {he  did: 
The  firft  year  Galla  only  faid  fhe  meant 
To  prove :  She  prov'd  indeed,  with  child,  and  went. 


On 
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On  Marcus. 

|_J0 mers  Stentorian  that  had  the  voice 

Of  fifty  men*  made  not  fo  great  a  nolfc 
As  Marcus,  when  he  pleads  5  no  Judge  can  flcep 
Or  Officer,  he  doth  fuch  bawling  keep. 
Who  but  loud  hlaam  the  Court  praftice  hath  ? 
His  clients  caufe  he  carries  with  a  breath. 


To  Sullen. 


C#/fof,when  it  is  vext'/wi/ angry  fit, 

Twil  neither  eat  nor  drink,  but  pout  and  fret ; 
Faft  !  you  do  wel ,  in  G alien  I  have  read 
Such  fcurvie  humours  mould  be  fterv'd,  not  fed* 


On  Cleombrotus. 


C  Oon  as  cleombrotus  thy  Ambraclot  read 

Grave  Plato's  Pbado  that  difcours'd  how  dead 
This  life  is  j  after  which  the  foul  mould  be 
Cloath'd  with  a  robe  of  Immortalitie. 
Miftak'rngto'w  $  himfelf  did  fondly  drown, 
And  cryd  thus  chang'd  my  crook  is  for  a  Crown. 
Alas  !  poor  blind  deceived  Mortal  >  he 
Made  too  much  haft  to  Immortalitie  : 
Who'd  take  by  force  what  may  be  giv'n  him  ?  fincc 
Heav'n  ne'r  was  purchas'd  by  fucb  violence  ? 


Tc 
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To  a  Tr^oellour. 

yOu  talk  ofSilams  that  turns  wood  to  (tone ; 
Of  a  Fount  flows  with  wax,  and  then  of  one 
That  ftreams  with  pitch  5  and  of  the  tAndrian  iprlng 
That  ftore  of  wine  and  oyl  doth  daily  bring  \ 
All  this  Fl  firft  beleive,  then  travaile  I, 
To  fee  how  wide  you  and  your  fountains  He. 

On  the  Ladie  Seem-pol. 

r^Reft  like  her  felf,  her  feat  difcourfc  is  drawn 

•^Latinify'd  in  fine  fpun  Cobweb  lawn  ) 

Each  flatuousword  fwels  with  verbofitie, 

And  fpeaks  how  skild  me  is  in  Sophiftric  : 

How  wife  your  babes  would  be,  if  they,  fo  young, 

Should  learne  from  you  to  fpeak  their  mother  tongue  ? 

Nay  (he  learn'd  Ariflotle  •  dares  confute 

Or,  with  Bengeli,  of  the  Stars  difpute  ? 

Far  above  humane,  much  more,  womans  reach 

Or  laugh  at  him  that  did  oth'  Sunday  preach : 

Thus  at  her  tongue  moft  rarely  good  is  fhe  : 

She's  at  her  tail  as  good,  or  fame  doth  lie* 


On  Sir  Gervas  Loftie. 

WHat  what  a  Spanifli  gate  this  portly  tale 

And  glorious  Ship  doth  through  the  Ocean  fail 
Of  its  vaft  boundlefs  pride  ?  at  *hich  the  final 
And  weaker  pinnace  muft  or  breaker  vail? 

He 
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He  wll  know  no  man ;  this  the  caufe  may  be, 
He  hardly  knows  himfclf,  for  every  d\y 
He  or  his  garment's  not  the  fame,whilft  he 
Turns  fhapes  like  P'otcux,  looking  big  and  gay. 
Poor  (hip  although  your  fails  fo  wide  you  bear, 
I  know  ther's  twenty  have  in  thee  a  fhare. 


To  the  Reader. 

t^Oft  wonder  Reader  why  my  Satyr-Mule 
Hath  got  no  lines  ith'  front  as  others  ufe 
To  fet  her  forth,and  fo  conceive  her  poore 
'Caufe  fricndle fs  as  not  worth  the  reading  o'r  ? 
"Why  1  befpoke  not  other  men  to  write 
Encomium's  there,  whofe  empty  praifes  might 
Make  the  enlarged  Preface  fwel  and  look 
Like  Hindus  porch,  as  big  as  ail  the  book  ? 
She  fcornd  to  beg  applaufe,  or  trouble  friends, 
Except  thofe  (he  gets  :  Good  we  k/e//~cornmends, 
Why  (hud  a  ftranger  at  her  feaft  fay  grace  } 
She  bids  you  welcome,  fall  to,  if  you  plcafe ! 


Epitaph  on  a  Poor  Jlckymifi* 


*THe  afhes  of  a  Golden  Afs, 

Not  worth  a  monument  of  brafs, 
Or  Chymift  fubtle  as  his  gold, 
Reader  I  this  earthen  urn  doth  holdj 
Who,  his  gold  vaniflit  all  to  air 
And  dear-bought  cinders,  through  defpair 
And  Deaths  more  certain  Chimeltric, 
The  Quinteffcnce  of  Fool  did  die, 

Thus 
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Thus  fubllmated  and  calcin'd 
To  nothing,  but  poor  duft  refin'd* 


Why  men  are  fo  unlike* 


W/Hy  one  man  Is  not  like  another*,  this  j 
No  one  is  like  bimfclf,  and  fo  it  is. 


To  Madam  Moyle  on  her  Pifture. 

\AAdam  !  their  judgments  I  commend  who  faid, 

Your  Pidur's  like  your  feJf,  for  it  is  made 
Of  fading  colours  which  wil  wear  away, 
To  be  gazM  on  a  while,  and  then  decay  $ 
An  empty  (hadow  with  a  rouling  fight, 
Looks  wantonly  on  all  that  look  on  it  j 
A  wel  dreft  ftatue,  yes  •  and  painted  too  $ 
*Tis  very  like  you,  Madam  !  fo  are  you. 

Epitaph  on  a  very  fat  man. 

ilNder  this  pebble  ftone, 
Here  faft  ilecpeth  one, 

And  that  is  not  two  3 
Yet  was  without  doubt 
Far  bigger  about, 

Then  both  I,  and  yoH. 
His  kidneys  encreaft 
So  much,  chat  his  waft 

Was 
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Was  hooped  all  round : 
So  his  girdle  Death  cuts, 
And  down  fel  his  guts, 

'Bouts  heels  to  the  ground. 


To  Clois. 


T  Know  you  rich  j  you  are  an  heir, 
You'r  courteous,  liberal,  and  fair, 
You'r  wife  too,  as  molt  women  are, 
Jolly,  and  friendly,  debonair : 
I  like  this  freedom  $  but  they  fay 
You  are  to  free  another  way. 
Clois  farewel  I  your  golds  too  light, 
And  fo  I  may  too  dearly  buy't. 


On  the  Endijb  Mounjieur. 

AN  Englifh  Mounficur  lately  came  from  Trance, 
Where  he  had  learnt  to  make  a  leg,  to  dance, 
To  kifs  his  little  finger,  ride  the  Barbe, 
And  wear  his  cloaths  in  the  authentick  garbe. 
Seeing  him  thus  ith'  mode,  \  did  demand 
In  French,  how  long  'twas  fince  he  came  to  land  ? 
He  anfwer'd  not,  but  faid  he  had  been  long 
In  France,  but  never  car'd  to  learne  the  tongue. 
How  many  are  there  whom  we  thus  miftake, 
That  travel  only  thus  for  fafhion  fake  ? 


On 
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pHiUum  thinks  each  woman  that  doth  view 

His jproper  perfon,  ftreight  muft  love  him  too* 
Alas  Town  cladder  thou'rt  miftane  I  fee, 
Thou  lov'ft  thy  fclfj  and  them,  they  laugh  at  thee- 


On  Nab  and  PlodweL 


NM&  gone  to  Sea  two  years  or  more,  and  dead 

Reported  fince,  his  wife  did  Plodwcl  wed  • 
Return'd  Nab  found  his  wife  with  child,  and  though 
Her  he  muft  keep,  the  child  he  would  not  too. 
Plodwelejc&ed  oPs  new  home  and  wife, 
Laid  the  cafe  thus :  Tenant  for  years  or  life 
When  that  his  time  expires,  what  e'r  he  leaves 
Unto  the  Freehold  faftned,  the  Law  gives 
All  to  die  Landlord  ;  and  who  ploughs,  and  fbwes 
Anothers  ground  at  his  own  peril  do's 
The  fame,  and  loofes  all  the  crop  :  fince  I 
Have  trefpafs'd,  reap  the  fame  !  he  made  reply, 
The  barn  and  ground's  your  own  ;  good  land  fliould  not 
Lie  fallow.  7{ab  thus  gain'd  what  flodrvel  got. 


To  Lupa. 

•yHy  daughter-Whore,  begets  a  Bawd  her  mother, 

As  Ice  and  water  each  engender  other : 
Though  thy  age  freize  with  her  fait  mixt  like  fnow 
Before  her  luftfull  fires,  it  thaweth  too 

By 
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By  the  fame  heat  JnflanVd :  when  flic  grows  Ice 
So  you  can  warme  her  blctid  with  Bawdes  advice* 


On  Priske  and  Galla. 

cOmc  think  Prists  great  with  GaUa  ;  but  fay  I, 
^Shc  is  grown  great  with  him,  or  fame  doth  lie. 

To  a  fat  ilfurer. 


T At  folks  We  fay  by  nature  are  moft  free : 
*  You  and  your  purfe  arc  fat,  and  yet  I  fee  ^ 
Your  hand  and  that  ftil  (hut,  the  reafons  this  j 
In  coftive  flelh  thy  km  foul  buried  is. 


On  Wjlde. 


Ul$  father  ficfc  and  dying,  tfylde  mourn'd  fore, 

But  'twas  becaufc  he  died  not  before: 
At's  burial  he  in  mourning  weeds  was  clad, 
This  was  caufe  th'  Mother  was  not  alfo  dead ; 
She  dead,  fad  foul !  he  cloath'd  himfelf  in  Sack 
(Cioath  I  not  mean)  for  th*  belly,  not  the  back. 
Oh  Viperous  age  !  when  children  fhal  fo  foon 
Through  envy  with  their  parents  dead  and  gone  ! 


mm 
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On  Smart. 

A  Puritan  once  5  Smart,  fince  conform'd  did  bow, 

Wore  a  Canonick  caflbck  to  his  (hooe : 
Turn'd  with  the  tide  he  rails  'gainft  Bifhopsnowt 
This  for  a  quiet  living  Smart  can  do : 
Inftead  of  Caflbck  now  acloack  he  wears, 
A  broad  hat  with  mort  hair  and  longer  ears. 
As  th*  Sun  moves  he  fetshis  Horofcope: 
Smart's  both  a  turn  coat  now,  and  Heliotrope. 


On  Brisk. 

Bftjj^bragM  of's  ready  wit ;  I  tempting  him 
But  for  one  diftick,  did  propound  this  theamA 
Nothing  :  It  cannot  be,  hewondringfaid 
That  out  of  Nothing  ought  fhu'd  e'r  be  made. 
Dul  Brisk  thou  ne'r  couldlt  tune  Apollo*s  lyre; 
A  purefteeld  wit,wil  ftrrke  Mercurial  fire 
Out  of  the  flintieft  fubjeft  :  but  thy  head 
Is  all  compos' d  of  fofter  mettle,  lead. 

On  Mopfa  a  Chambermaide. 

\  ^Opfa  advane'd  from  th*  dairie  to  her  Dame, 

With  her  black  bag  conceal*  d  from  whence  flic  came  ; 
Mopfa  o'r  her  bodie  had  a  tan'd  goofe  skin, 
Yet  her  cloaths  hid  k,  fothat  was  not  fecn  ; 
Mopfa  her  face  was  chtnkt  and  uglie  too, 
Yet  that  (he  falv'd  with  Arts  adulterate  hue ; 

Mopfa's 
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&iop[a's  pretended  fimpring  modeftie 
Hid  her  foul  thoughts :  Stil  good  (he  feem'd  to  be  : 
Mopfa's  wemb  fwell'd,  that  fault  was  alfo  hid 
By  th'  Chaplains  caflbek  whom  the  married : 
But  Moj>fays  child  did  like  ht>r  Mafter  grow  ; 
Alas !  poor  Mopfa  was  difcover'd  now. 


TofatAlpicius. 


AVicius  leave !  fcratch  thy  bald  pate  no  more  / 

Hark  how  thy  Mufe  fupine  doch  fleeping  fhorc 
In  thy  difeas'd  and  bedred  foul !  She  lies 
Slumbring  refolv'd  neither  to  wake  or  rile* 
Not  all  thy  fprightly  Sack  or  far  fetchtchear 
Can  help  as  midwives  to  deliver  her. 
The  fumes  from  thy  ful  paunch  afcending  fil 
Thy  head  with  vapours,  whofe  dul  mifts  do  kil 
And  fufFocate  thy  vitals,  hurt  thy  brain, 
"Where  all  thy  genitive  faculties  are  lane. 
The  Mufes  live  in  hungry  air,  feed  clean, 
So  muft  you  j  els  your  wit  wilne'r  be  keen. 
As  'tis  in  Nature  fo  in  Poefie, 
Seldom  or  nev'r  fat  bodies  pregnant  be* 


On  a  deaf  man  and  his  Mind  wife. 

THc  husband's  deaf,  the  wife  cann't  fee  a  wink 
X     She's  ears  to  him'  and  now  he's  eies  to  her  : 
Which  hath  the  happier  time  on't  do  you  think  ? 
he  j  fince  her  parlous  tongue  he  cannot  hear, 
Her  noife  'tis  thought  deaft  rum  $  howe'r  it  be, 
Happy  is  that  lofs  that  made  them  thus  agree. 


On 
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On  Lena. 


TEnaa.  virgin  was  fo  pure, 
*^So  holy,  fober,  chaft,  demure, 
So  all  oV  mild,  as  in  good  (both 
Butter  would  hardly  melt  in  mouth* 
But  Lend  married  grew  a  fcold 
Outragious,  impudent,  and  bold  ; 
And  when  her  luftful  fires  went  out, 
A  Bawd,  (he  threw  the  fparks  abouu 
Her  early  goodnefs  did  prefage 
She  would  degenerate  with  age. 
The  double  bjoflbm'd  Apple-tree 
Never  bears  any  fruit  we  fee  : 
And  a  forward  prOmiling  Spring, 
Doth  but  a  fterile  Autumne  bring* 
The  Proverb  thus  (lie  verifies, 
A  young  Saint  an  old  Divel  is. 


Why  J  uftice  is  painted  blind. 

l/T/Ho  painted  Juftice  blind  did  not  declare 

V     What  Magiftrates  fliould  be ,  but  what  they  are  j 

Not  fo  much  'caufe  they  rich  and  poor  (hud  weigh 

In  their  juft  fcales  alike ;  but  becaufe  they 

Now  blind  with  bribes  are  crown  fo  weak  of  fight, 

The/1  fooner/k/  a  caufe  then  fee  it  right. 


of 
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Ofhroe-Sormets. 

ir/Hy  love fo often  thcams each  writers  pen 
v    Is  this :  'tis  fpreading  Loyc  o'reomes  all  mens 
Which  ficknes  though  moft  would  hide  fro  their  friend^ 
Like  Agues,  yet  'twil  work  at  th'  fingers  ends. 

,     I  ii  ii      ii      ii i riima  m iimwininiimMmiMimnna — | __^ 

To  Sir  Gregorie  Nonfenfe. 

X^Hen  you  to  little  purpofe  much  do  talk 

Repeating  ftil  the  fame  thine,  and  I  baulk 
Your  weaker  argument  to  avoid  delay  ; 
Angry  you'd  have  me  bear  you  out,  you  fay f 
Thave  heard  thee  out  too  long,  where  you  ha*  bin 
Wide  from  the  purpofe,  now  lets  hear  rhee  in. 


Tofpend-faft  a  Gamfier. 


nrHe  famous  hers  of  Beleftat  that  flows 

And  for  four  months  doth  ebb  each  hower,  {hows 
What  tides  thy  wavering  fortune  bears,  whilft  you 
By  play  wax  rich,  and  wain  as  often  too. 
But  Spend-fafi  this  hath  a  full  Sea  to  feed 
It's  thirftie  current  when  it  ftands  in  need  : 
You  han't  an  Ocean  of  wealth  I  think, 
When  all  your  bags  grow  drie  to  make  them  drink. 


ft 
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To  the  Ingenious  Reader. 

D  Eader  be  wife !  and  don't  abufe  the  Poet ! 
Say  not  his  wit  is  old,  ftolc  $  or,  I  know  it ! 
If  nought  worth  praiie  you  here  fhal  find  or  fee, 
Be  filent  then.  Heel  do  as  much  for  thee. 


On  Sullen. 


Cullm  wil  eat  no  meat  but  peevi  fhly 

Replies  I  care  not  nor  I  will  not,  I : 
Troth  I  commend  his  abftinence,  'tis  great, 
When  having  fuch  a  ftomack  heel  not  eat. 


roPiftor. 

J^Hen  ?i(tots  bread  is  found  too  light,  'tis  fent 

To  the  poor  Prifoners  for  his  puniftiment : 
I  not  approved,  'tis  Charity  miftane, 
filter  youar9  Ail  an  errant  Knave  in  graine. 


On  a  fruitful  Merchants  wife. 

fa  Merchant  newly  married  went  to  Sea ; 

Returning  after  three  years  voyage,  he 

Found  his  wife  bufled  midft  her  children  two, 

And  with  5  third  as  bis  as  (he  could  goe, 

0  F  SI* 
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She  to  prevent  a  ftorme  faid  husband!  you 
By  Scaa  and  I  by  land  have  travail" d  too* 


To  a  painted  Whore. 


AS  rotten  worms  do  breed  in  gilded  books, 
So  thrives  thy  carkas  under  painted  looks  : 
Who  reads  thy  foul  fhal  find  that  too  within 
In  every  line  and  letter  black  with  an. 


To  Brisk. 

jy  Risk  when  thour't  drunk,then  in  thy  own  conceit, 
**  Thour't  Valiant,Wife,Great3Honeft,Rich,Difcretu 
Infused  at  once  (b  many  qualities  ? 
Oh  Virtuous  fack  from  whence  all  thefe  arife  ! 
Troth !  Brisk  be  alwaics  drunk  !  for  wel  I  know 
When  you  are  fober  you  arc  nothing  fo. 


To  Jeffry  the  Kings  dwarf e. 

CMal  Sir!  me  thinks  in  your  lefle  felfl  fee 

Expreft  the  lefler  worlds  Epitomie. 
You  may  write  man,  ith*  abftraft  fo  you  are, 
Though  printed  in  a  Cnallcr  Character. 
The  pocket  volume  hath  as  much  witbin't 
As  the  broad  Folio  in  a  larger  print, 
And  is  more  ufeful  too.  Though  low  you  feem 
Yet  you'ar  both  great  and  high  in  mens  efteencn 

You 
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Your  foul's  as  large  as  others,  fbYyour  mind : 
To  greatnefs  Virtue's  not  like  ftrength  confin'd. 

To  Oipeywije. 

gEfore  afeaflh  erackt  he  laughs  and  fwears 
Good  before-  oh  apprehenfive  ears  ! 

that  do  like  lightning  thus  prevent  the  ftroke 
And  conceive  thunder  e*r  the  cloud  is  broke* 


On  Momjieur  Finedrefs* 


CR.  do  but  marke  yon  criiped  Sir  you  meet ! 
How  like  a  Pageant  he  doth  ftalk  the  ftreet  ? 
See  how  his  perfum'd  head  is  powder  d  o'r ! 
Tvm'd  ftink  elfc,  for  it  wanted/*/*  before. 


On  Philautus. 

pHiUutus  with  himfelf  is  much  5n  love, 

Doth  his  own  aftions  ever  bcft  approve  } 
Hay  his  own  pifture  he  doth  look  upon, 
('Caufe  'tis  like  him,)  with  admiration % 
How  wel  may  he  be  laid  and  truly  too 
To  court  a  fhadow  1  he  himfelf  is  fo. 


Fi  To 
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To  Gripe. 

flRipe  to  me  all  when  he  is  dead  wil  give, 
Wil  part  with  nothing  whilft  he  is  alive : 
What  thanks  is  that  to  gape  for  dead  mens  (hoos  ? 
To  give  them  only  when  you  cannot  chufe  ? 
Give  now  ;  'tis  left  then  'gainft  your  wil  I  know  : 
It  is  twice  giv'n,  what /ivurg  we  beftow. 
He  leavs  a  good  name  who  givs  whilft  he  livs, 
And  only  carries  with  him  what  he  givs. 


On  Lurch  thematcb^contrher. 


lurch  th*  old  match-maker  with  his  hunting  nofc 

All  the  young  Heirs  both  Male  and  Female  knows. 
In  tow  nor  Country,  widows  too,  or  men 
Once  married,  he  can  help  to  wed  agen : 
Saves  them  the  labour  too  of  wooing,  whilft 
He  bids  the  bans,  and  fends  them  to  the  Pr ieft 
For  further  copulation :  thus  doth  Lurch 
Prey  on  each  party  that  he  brings  to  Church. 
But  oh  how  oft  this  marriage-Pimp  is  curft  ! 
'Fore  I'd  grow  rich tbus2  I'd  be  hanged  firft. 


To  the  Reader. 

QEdder !  my  Mufe  thinks  not,  as  beggars  doj 

Boldly  with  importunitie  to  wooe 
A  farthing  worth  of  praife,  no :  her  de/ire 
Is  only,  faffing  that  you'd  look  on  her. 


She 
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{he  proudly  fayf  on  alms  flie  fcorns  to  live  • 
tnd  as  good  as  you  bring  {he  back  wil  give* 


On  Proud. 

jpRoud  fwels  lifce  9oreas9  with  face  red  as  fire, 
And  keeps  a  bluftring  ftlr  in  fuming  ire, 
So  Rubies  j  do  refemble  flames,  and  yet 
Are  neither  hot  or  capable  of  heat , 
Since  ther's  no  fire  can  warm  them:  So  art  thou 
As  cold  with  inward  fear,  as  hot  in  (how. 
IT  is  but  falfe  fire  thy  feeming  Paflion  givs  $ 
Then  thine,  there*s  not  a  tamer  fpirit  livs. 


To  his  dear friendH.  N* 

(wine, 

With  what  ftrange  PhJltrurn's  thou  did  ft  charm  the 
Whofe  powr'fui  influence  made  our  fouls  combine 
And  melt  into  our  loving  cups  j  or  how 
httt.  thou  didft  win  me  to  thee,  I  not  know  j 
Waft  'caufe  thou'rt  pleafant  thinkft  thou  ?  with  *ii£trm 
find  harmlefs  mirth  fetting  an  edge  to  wit  ? 
Or  'caufe  thou'rt  liberal,  courteous,  and  free, 
The  friend  and  Genius  of  the  companie? 
w*as*t  for  thy  perfon,  wealth,  or  valour  I 
fo  lov'd  thee  ?  or  was'tonly  fympathic  ? 
Wn&'ttbis,  or  altogether  made  me  doate 
Upon  thee  firft  ?  no  lure,  nor  this  nor  that: 
I  can  no  certain  caufe  affign  thee  why, 
But  this,  I  love  thee  without  reafo/j,  L 

F  J  To 
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To  Gripe  and  Holdclofe* 

(r^'P6.  k*s  Ra&s  doadis  arc  loufie,  but  Uoldclofc 

Sais  they'r  fo  poor,  they  are  not  worth  a  louce  2 
Though  your  phraic  differ  ;  thus  agree  you  may, 
Give  him  frefh  cloaths,  heel  fhift  his  lice  away. 


To  Galius. 

Htf  Hat's  in  three  bellies  in  one  day,  wu'dft  know  ? 
w  *Tis  the  new  egge  thou  eatft,  each  morning  to 
Thy  breakfafl :  firfl:  'twas  in  the  hens,  and  then 
In  thine,  at  night  tis  in  thy  hen's  agen. 


On  Bib. 

J) lbs  in  a  fcaver  alwaies,  hot  and  drie, 

Yet  I  ne'r  faw  him  fick :  the  reafon  why  ? 
Lifts  liquor  fack  he  drinks,  whofe  healthful  fp'rit  > 
Expels  both  ficknefs,  death,  and  fear  of  it. 
Oh  never  dying  juyce  of  th'  pow'rfulvine  ! 
Thou  makft  men  like  thy  Immortal  felf,  diyine. 

Of  Losing  Husbands. 


WE  obferve  each  loving  Husband  when  the  wife 
Is  labouring,  by  a  ftrange  reciproque  ftrife 


Doth 
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Doth  Empathizing  ficken,  and't  may  be : 
In  Law  their  one 3  and  in  Divinity. 


On  Lufcus. 


lufctu  is  never  wel,  but  changing  ftil, 

And  though  he  ioofe  by  th*  bargain  change  he  wil : 
No  marie  he's  grown  fo  poor,  how  (hud  he  els  ? 
Too  dear  be  buys  repentance  when  he  fels. 


On  Stut. 

>yHe  more  Stut  ftrives  to  fpeak,hc  ftams  the  more; 

But  his  cold  tongue  wel  oyld,  and  hot  with  (tore 
Of  wine,  he  fpeaks  not  like  an  Oracle  then, 
But  much,  ana  loud,  and  plain  as  other  men  : 
Such  Eloquence  hath  pow'rfiil  wine  2  but  he 
Drinks  oft  til  he  can  neither  fpeak  nor  fee* 
The  Remedie  here  is  worfe  then  the  difaefc. 
Better  then  none^  a  tongue  imperfeft  is. 


On  tbejkanoe  Death  0/Efchylus 
a  Poet. 

VScbjlus  foretold  by  a  diviner,  he 

By  th9  downfal  of  a  houfe  fhould  ruind  be : 
Fondly  that  day  to  'void  this  Deflinic 
Did  keep  the  field,  not  yet  refolv'd  to  die : 

F  4  There, 
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There,  as  he  flood*  a  Fflulcon  in  his  beak 
Having  a  Tortoys  which  he  meant  to  break* 
Supposed  his  bald  pace,  as  he  barehead  ftood, 
To  be  a  ftone,  on  whicn  to  get  his  food 
He  let  it  fal :  the  Tortoys  did  remain 
By  this  chance  fafe,  and  Efchylus  was  flain. 
Oh  the  unalterd  Perfian  Laws  of  fate  .' 
Whole  fixt  decrees  none  can  anticipate  ! 
Bald  Poets  hence  prove  mortal,  whalft  that  crcwn 
(Whofe  radiant  temples,  laureat  with  renown  , 
And  deckt  with  trefles  like  Apolto%s  brows) 
Is  fafc  from  Envies  crack,  or  Deaths  fel  blows. 


OnGdo* 


pRom  thf  College  Cob  lent  to  the  Ins  of  Cctirt 

Half  codlcd,  wu'd  feera  wife  thcugh  he  pay  forVr 
A  pretty  ftudy  he  hath  fil'd  with  books  j 
Yet  he  in  that  or  them  but  feldorn  looks. 
Not  to  him  but  his  heire  Cob  learning  buys : 
Thefe  are  Cobs  nev/  Teepnvpie  purchafcs. 


**+> 


On  Cleopatra. 


T>  Ich  Cleopatra  ftriving  to  outvie 

In  luxuries  excefs  3lar\  Anthonie  , 
A  Pearl  in  value  worth  three  hundred  crown 
Diflblv'd  in  vinegar  firft  did  fwallow  down 
At  one  proud  draught;  andbwt  prevented  wu'd 
At  the  next  draught  have  (wallowed  one  as  good. 
Oh  monftrous  ftomack  that  cottM  in  one  hourc 
Confume  an  Empire,  and  a  State  devoure? 

On 
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On  an  InDelMng  Poetajler* 

cEc  where  a  fnarling  Scribler  doth  inveigh 

la  toothlefs  jeafts  againft  my  Poefie ! 
The  coochach  lure  torments  his  head  and  wit ; 
Which  makes  him  mow  his  teeth  that  cannot  bite. 
Bees  when  they  wound,  difarm  themfelvs  :  this  Caji 
So  breaks  his  teeth  when  he  doth  biting  fnarle. 

ii  hi  •    -i 

The  Dedication  to  Momus. 


t  To  Maecenas  dedicate  my  book, 
1  Hee'l  read  it  with  no  fupercilious  look  5 
To  each  Ingenious  Reader  I  tranfmit 
the  fame,  he  belt  knows  how  to  judge  of  it  j 
To  th'  fimple  that  he  may  admire't,  I  giv£, 
Whom  'caufe  he  underftands  not,  I  forgive  ; 
To  all  my  Poetizing  friends  I  fend  it, 
But  to  you  only  {Momus )  I  commend  it. 


On  Dul. 

r\lll  readeth  much,  many  a  leaf  turns  0% 
Yet  grows  no  wifer  than  he  was  before  $ 
Can  tel  you  many  Authors  names  by  roat, 
Which  upon  all  occasions  he  wil  quoat : 
Forgets  the  text,  which  he  ne'r  underftood, 
Thus  he  eats  muth,  but  cann't  difgeft  his  food. 
Be  not  too  grecdie  Dul !  firft  learn  to  fpcl ! 
Who  ridss  too  feft*  at  firftj  he  rides  not  wel. 

F  s  on 
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On  Accifmust 

EOolilh  Accifmus  hath  a  qualitie 

To  deny  offer'd  things  in  modeftie : 
By  chance  one  offerM  him  an  injur ie, 
He  took  it :  Blefs  me !  what  a  fool  was  he  ? 

On  Tucca. 


*f*ucc&  e'r  while  went  to  a  Bawdy  houfe, 
"*  Where  for  his  entrance  he  not  paid  a  fous : 
Oh  confcience  Tucca  \  'las !  it  is  their  trade  j 
I  care  not  he  replies,  I'm  fure  I  m  paid. 
>Tis  juft  j  who  c'rs  caught  dealing  in  the  ail 
If  he  fcapc  death,  fhu'd  be  burnt  for  the  fad. 


ToRafti. 

V/lfo  fweamot !  think  not  'caufe  you  fwear  that  I 
^  Believe  you  /  no :  he  that  wil  fwear  will  lie. 

To  Crifpinus. 

QRlfihm  'caufeyou  lately  writ  a  play, 

v  And  then  didft  DUt't  in  print  the  other  day, 

You  think  your  felf  to  be  a  profeft  Poet, 

And  where  you  come,  believe,  chat  all  men  know  it : 

By 
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By  which  final  work  you  now  arc  grown  Co  proud, 
That  now  you  dare  amidft  the  Homers  croud  ; 
And  'caufe  you  have  fipt  a  little,  think  you'arc  free 
Oth*  learned  Arts,  ana  of  their  companic  : 
Intrude  not  vet  Crifp'mus !  thou'rt  not  fit 
For  th*  Mules  quire,thine  is  but  fuburb  wit. 


On  Howdee. 

TX/Hen  at  the  Court  a  faihions  quite  wore  out, 

And  come  to  Longlam  walks  die  town  about, 
Then  doth  my  Ladies  Howdee  get  intoi't, 
And  thinks  him  gallant  in  this  new  old  fuite : 
No  matter  Hcnvdee,  thour*t  in  fafhion  yet, 
For  though  a  great  way  off,  thou  follow' (I  it. 


To  Brave. 

y y  Her'er  he  comes, Brave  like  a  Valiant  Scot 
Freely  difcharges  all,  and  paies  the  fliot  j 
Elfe  none  wu'd  care  for's  idle  companic ; 
When  th*  reck'ning  comes,  then  &ravey  i'l  fend  for  thee. 


0#Venterwit, 

LJ  E  ferapes  up  verfes,  {hows  them  up  and  down, 

And  wnere  they  are  likt,  he  faies  they  are  his  own : 
If  none  commend  them,  then  he  fwears  he  found 
Them  by  chance,  walking  in  the  Temple  round. 
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He  by  chance  met  with  fome  of  mine,  which  he 
Had  fpoild  with  interlining  ribauldrie  : 
Who  fhowing  askt  we  how  I  like't  the  ftrcin  > 
I  told  him  'twas  a  poor  and  empty  vein : 
He  wondrins  at  my  cenfure,  boldly  faid 
They  were  the  befi;  l:nes  that  he  ever  made. 
Yes :  fo  they  were  I  told  him  'fore  the  text 
Was  by  his  comment  thus  perplext. 
Fool  thou'rt  difcover'd  j  thcrfore  take  advife  ! 
Spoil  mine  no  more,  or  I'l  proclaim  thy  lies  1 

On  Braggadocbio  Cit. 

/"*It  now  he's  rich  doth  boaft  his  Pedigree 

^How  he's  allied  to  this  great  familie 

And  to'ther,  whom  as  cuftomers  he  knew  $ 

Thus  both  his  kinred  and  acquaintance  grew. 

Peace  Cit !  or  I'l  proclaim  thy  ftock  5 1  know 

That  no  more  arms  (poor  thou)  then  legs  can'fl  fliow. 


On  Wylde. 

yXTYlde  drinks  to  drown  his  forrows3  and't may  be, 
v     The  more  he  drinks,  the  more  foregetful  he. 


On  Cbi/di/h  Uve. 


(^Hildren  their  mothers  more  than  fathers  love. 
^The  caufe  is  plain ;  the  fathers  often  prove 

Uncertain 
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Incertain  and  unknown,  and  Co  it  is : 

for  who  can  love  what  he  nor  knowsj  nor  fees  ? 


On  M1  Spendall. 

r  Asked  Spendall  why  he  {pent  fo  faft  ? 

'why  he  his  coin  did  fo  profufely  waft  ? 

|4ee  repli'd  moneys  were  but  crones  to  him, 

And  gold  a  gilded  bait  that  would  undo  him : 

Why  he  fold  all  his  land,  I  askt  agen  } 

Hang't  'twas  butdurt,  why  mould  ne  keep  k  then  i 

To  purchafe  Heav'n  he  wou'd  fel  that  and  race, 

Where  til  he  left  his  earth,  he  could  not  goc : 

Then,  why  he  fold  his  bed  ?  troth  hee  did  tell 

Mee,  whilft  he  ktpt  bis  bed,  lie  ne'r  was  well : 

Ac  laft,  I  askt  him  why  his  clothes  he  fold  f 

Ml  to  his  naked  fhirt  ?  he  was,  he  told 

Me  now  about  to  bid  to  every  friend 

And  th* world  good-night,  and  fo  hee  made  his  end. 

Troth  Spendall y  I  do  like  each  finart  reply, 

But  not  thy  witty  fooJiih  poverties 


On  Lawyer  Say-much. 

QAymucb  by  chance  in's  feet  had  got  the  gout, 
Yet  pleaded  ftil ;  there  hee  wou'd  ne'r  be  out. 
But  talkt  apace,  though  his  feet  gouty  bee. 
Yet  hee  may  have  a  running  tongue  I  fee. 


To 
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To  Medicus  on  Tucca# 

yy Hen  Tucca**  fick,then  ftraight  he  fends  for  thee, 
Look  to  his  water  !  hee'l  give  nothing,  hcc. 

To  Vetus  an  old  Antiquary. 

\TEtus upon  a  Manufcript  doth  pore, 

Tiring  himfelf  in  reading  Hift'ry  o'r  3 
What  Naab  eat  before  the  floud,  or  how 
Learning  increased,  is  all  his  care  to  know : 
Out  of  Troys  ames  here  he  rakes  a  Storie, 
Makes  him  admire  its  ftrength,8c  Priam s  gloric  : 
Tels  you  who  Athens  builtj  then  talks  oiKomcy 
How  many  Confuls  fhe  hath  had,  and  whom  j 
The  olden  books  and  writings  him  beft  pleafe, 
As  many  love  to  feed  on  mouldie  cheefe  : 
Thus  he  remembers  things  forgot,  doth  know 
All  that  is  paft,  but  knows  not  what  is  now. 
*T  roth  now  'tis  time  to  know  thy  fclfe  5  go  die  ! 
Converge  with  th'dead  /  here's  none  can  make  reply. 


On  Fine. 

Fine  carries  'bout  him  ftrong  perfumes  to  pleafe 
The  Ladies  fweeter  comp'nic,  nothing  els  > 
Yet :  his  breach  ftunck  before  of 's  old  difcafc, 
Hoping  to  hide  which,  now  as  ftrong  he  finels* 


On 
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On  the  Drunkards  Uvijhnefi. 

V  L  tel  you  why  the  drunk  fo  lavifh  are, 

-*  They  have  too  much,  nay  more  then  they  can  bear. 


On  PoetizinaMomus. 

fyf  O  mm  when  any  Poem  he  doth  read, 

Though  it  defcrve  juft  praife,  and  doth  exceed 
In  wit  and  judgement  \  yet  he  fighs  it  o'r, 
Saying  hee  has  read  as  good  as  it  before  : 
Wil  ne'r  commend  it  jand  if  any  by 
Ask  how  he  likes  it  ?  then  he  makes  reply, 
Tis  good,  indifferent ;  there's  fomethmg  in5t, 
Or  it  may  pafs,  but  'tis  fcarcc  worth  the  print. 
Thus  though  his  wifdomc  can  no  fault  efpic, 
Yet  he  denies  it  praife,  in  polide  : 
'Troth  Moms  if  thou  had'nyio  better  friend, 
None  would  thy  verfes  read,  much  lefle  commend* 


On  Linus. 


t  Iwi  his  Peruquc's  made  of  womens  hair, 
Thus  what  was  loft  by  women,  they  repair : 
"  ntic  long  after  Linus  nofe  did  drop  t 
i 1  that  was  fuch  a  breach  they  ccuid  not  flop* 


But 
'Us 


On 
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On  Gallus. 

nrRoubledinconfcience  Gallus  weds  his  whore, 
Hopes  fliee'l  as  honeft  prove  as  (he  was  poore  $ 
What  skils  faies  hee  ?  'tis  but  as  'twas  before, 
I  kept  her  then,  and  now  I  do  no  more  : 
For  better  and  for  worfe  our  wives  we  take, 
A  Whore  purchance  an  honeft  wife  may  make. 


On  Hiflrio. 

nrHough  Hiftrio  on  the  ftage  doth  often  die, 

Thus  put  in  mind  of  his  mortalitie, 
Yet  reclames  not,  but  lives  licencioufly, 
As  if  he  were  to  a&  eternally. 
Believe  mc  Hiflrio  death  at  laft  wil  come, 
Though  for  a  while  hee  keeps  the  tyring  room. 


To  a  Tobaccofelkr. 

MEn  buy  thy  fmoak,  but  leave  it  all  behind,     (kind* 
Thou  felleft.  nought,  grow'ft  rich,  *caufe  fools  are 


R 


To  the  Reader. 

Etdcr !  I  am  no  Epigramatitl, 

No  carping  Mcmw,  or  fel  SatyriS : 
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I  couch  no  man,  but  in  the  general?, 
And  modeft  look)  lilcc  e^jual  day,  on  all  $ 
I  pcrfonate  none ;  if  you  then  guilty  bee 
Tis  your  own  fault  t'appty  it  $ 1  am  ftee. 


\mmm\ 


To  Bankes. 

\\fHen  Spend*tt  asks  to  barrow,  you  reply, 

You  kn  ow  not  when  hee'l  pay  you;  troth  nor  L 


To  the  Pbyficians. 


OF  all  the  fcveral  VrofeJJions 
1  beft  approve  the  wife  Phyficians% 
You  can  kill  men,  nor  fear  a  Jury  for't, 
And  get  experience  by  anothers  hurt; 
You  can  take  fees,whether  you  cure  or  no, 
And  large  ones  too  j  few  other  trades  do  fo: 
Your  (hop  is  alwaies  ope  in  war  or  peace, 
All  times  alike  confpire  to  your  encreafe  ; 
Then  y'have  the  opportunity  you  know 
To  feel  a  Ladies  tender  pulfe,  or  fo : 
Thus  you  both  ptrrge  the  purfe  and  body  too^ 
Are  counted  wife,  *caufc  fools  makes  ufc  of  you. 


To  Lupa* 


YOu  arc  a  medler  Lupa,  rotten  too, 
That's  'caufe  you  are  an  open-arfe  you  know* 


Efitafh 
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Epitaph  on  Bibulus. 

HE  re,  who  but  once  in's  life  did  chirft,  doth  lie, 
Perhaps  the  dull  may  make  him  once  more  drie. 


On  Hirtrio. 

tJlflrid  would  needs  go  write  a  play  of  V  own, 

But  could  write  nought  but  what's  already  known, 
For  hee  like  th' leaden  cifterne  held  no  more 
Water,  then  what  the  Poet  dropt  before. 


To  Gut. 

GUt  eats  and  drinks,  doth  nothing  els  but  fwill5 
His  teeth  do  grind,  his  mouth's  the  water-mil. 


To  Simple. 

Clmple  you  know  1  gave  you  good  advice  5 

Little  to  fay,  that  men  might  think  you  wife  5 
If  you'l  proclaim  your  felf  a  fool  you  may  ; 
I  onely  tel  you  now  what  others  fay. 


To  Brisk. 

BRis^is  in  love, yet  faies  a  (ingle  life 
Is  belt  and  freeft  from  forrow,  care,  or  ftrife : 
What  c'r  you  think,  belceveVtis  true  you  fay, 
Marry  I  you'l  find  ic  fo  another  day. 


On 
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On  Nano^aW  angry. 

HO  w  >fa»0  fwcls  >  how  big  he  looks  and  high  ? 
What  a  large  fpleen  he  bears  ?  fo  hath  the  nie. 

To  my  Reader. 

WfOnder  not  why  I  humbly  do  not  write, 

Flatt'ring  Encomium's  to  this  Lord,  that  Knight ! 
And  each  known  friend,  as  hungry  Poets  ufe ! 
Mine  is  a  fubftanti  ve  unpenfion'd  Mufe  ; 
Nor  e'r  was  hir'd  to  write  an  Epigram 
In  praife  of  this  fool  Lord,  or  that  proud  Dame* 


To  one  that  asked  me  why  I  would  write 

an  Engtifb  Epigram  after 

B.Johnfon. 

UOw  !  doft  thou  ask  me  why  my  ventrous  pen 
*lDurft  write  an  Englifli  Ep'gram  after  Ben  ? 
Oh  !  after  him  is  manners,  though  it  would 
Tore  him,  have  writ,  if  how,  it  could  have  told. 


On  Galla. 

G^Ua  Hobgoblins  fears,  (he  faies,  at  night, 
And  Ghoftly  Sprichts,  yet  nought  can  her  affright 
When  any  man  is  with  her  ;  dice's  afraid 
More  by  die  next  daies  light  to  be  bctrai'd. 

To 
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To  Nab. 

NAb !  thy  fm all  wits  ftil  ftrink  VtV  wetting,  why 
Then  drinkft  thou  fo  ?  I'd  have  thee  fow  up,  1 
Thy  lips,  but  that  thy  tongue's  the  fiddle  to 
The  company,  drink  then  1  fo  that  but  go ! 


Certain  modeji  deprecations  agawft  my 
malevolent  Detrattour. 


MAy  hee  be  proud,  yet  poor  againft  his  wil  t 
May  hee  be  forked,  and  yet  jealous  ftrl ! 
May  his  wife  beat  him  fober,  when  he's  drunk  ! 
May  his  Xcntifpt prove,  what's  worfe,  a  punk  1 
May  not  the  ((jug  reign  in  his  purfe  a  day ! 
May  he  have  ne'ra  croife  when  he  (liou'd  pay ! 
May  no  man  mind  him  what  he  faies  !  and  hee 
May  he  have  nekher  friend  or  encmie  ! 
May  no  man  read  his  lines !  may  none  at  leaft 
Commend,or  laugh  when  ere  he  breaks  a  jeaft! 
May  he  eat  much,  and  yet  ftil  hungry  feed  ! 
May  no  man  lend  him,when  he  ftands  in  need  I 
May  he  be  deep  in  love,  and  ne'r  obtain  ! 
May  all  his  hopes  be  fruftrate,  and  in  vain  ! 
May  his  horfe  rn  his  hafte  of  bufinefs  tire  ! 
May  he  be  envious  ftil,  and  yet  admire ! 


EPIGRAMS. 
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To  the  gentle  Reader. 

9  fv  Aufc  fecond  thoughts  are  beft,perhaps  yott*l  look 
m  For  higher  Gu(Iq  in  this  fecond  hook : 

^       If  fo  j  read  on !  fine  ftomacks  pleafed  are 
^-*  Better  with  fecond  cates,  though  lighter  fare* 
Sawce  here  perhaps  you'i  find  unto  your  meat, 
I'l  bring  the  Tart,  if  youl  but  make  it  fweeu 


To  the  Lady  Phanton. 

"AAAdam !  you  wear  a  feather  in  your  head, 

Your  face  is  all  Mofaick,  coloured 
With  Alining  unguents  ^  next  your  linnen's  white, 
Your  garments  too  are,  as  your  carriage,  light  $ 
Your  heel's  are  cork  you  walk  on  :  1*1  avow  t, 
That  Madam  I  now  y'are  light  from  head  to  foot* 

■    i  ■  ■■         ——————I 

On  Lying. 

pOets  and  Painters  by  authorise 

As  wel  as  Travellers  we  dy  may  lie : 
Peripatcticks  lie,  few  know  'tis  lb  j 
Painters  for  lying  have  fome  colour  too  j 


Hut 


148 


3  6  Epigrams. 

But  Bolder  Poets  when  they  faliifie, 
They  do't  as  neatly,  they  in  Print  do  lie* 


Epitaph  on  John  Newter. 

REadtr '  John  Nttvter  who  erft  plaid 
The  Jack  on  both  fides,  here  is  laid 
Who  like  th'herb  John  Indifferent 
Was  nor  for  King  or  Parliament  $ 
Yet  faft  and  loofe  he  could  not  play 
With  death,  he  took  him  at  a  Bay  j 
What  fide  his  foule  hath  taken  now 
God  or  Div'l  ?  we  hardly  know : 
But  this  is  certain,  fince  he  dyM, 
Hee  hath  been  mift  of  neither  fide* 


A Queflion  about  Law. 

ONe  ask'd  why  th*Law  was  now  fo  much  negleded ! 
Marry  (  faid  I  )  it  never  was  refpefted, 
But  ftil  declined  ee'r  fince  the  Judges  rufFs 
Were  turn*d  to  little  falling  bands  and  cuffs . 


To  my  Book? feller. 


T*Ave  common  made  my  book  s  'tis  very  true  5 
*But  I'd  not  have  thee  proftitute  it,  too ; 
Nor  (how  it  barefae'd  on  the  open  ftall 
To  tempt  the  buyer :  nor  poaft  it  on  each  wall 
And  corner  poaft  clofe  underneath  the  Play 
That  muft  be  afted  at  Black-Friers  that  day  : 


Nor 
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Nor  fee  fome  Herring-crycr  for  a  groat 
To  voice  ic  up  and  down,  with  tearing  throat* 
Not  bid  thy  'prentice  read  it  and  admire* 
That  all  i'tn'  lhop  may  what  he  reads  enquire* 
No :  profer'd  wares  do  fmci :  I'd  have  thee  know 
Pride  fcorns  to  beg  :  Modeftie  fears  to  wooe* 


On  M*  Fanning  the  Engaftromethu 

•nTO  fpeafc  within,  and  to  ones  felfe,  and  yet 

Bee  heard,  is  much,  yet  Fanning  doth  it : 
So  tall  and  ftout  a  man,  'tis  ftrange  co  fee't 
So  like  a  coward  mould  his  words  down  eat 
The  belly  hath  no  ears  they  fay  $  yet  his 
Hath  ears  to  hear,  and  tongue  to  talk,  I  wis* 


On  the  Invention  of  Printing 
and  Guns* 


ASouIdier  found  at  firft  the  way  to  Print, 
And  'twas  a  German  Munk  did  Guns  invent  : 
Thus  like  arm'd  Pallas,  learning  doth  depend 
On  arms,  nor  can  they  without  this,  defend. 


To  Megaera* 

MZjWd !  face  thy  ugly  face  would  fright 
The  Div'l  himfclfe  and  all  that  look  on  it  > 
Prithee  why  doft  thou  wear  a  looking-glaile  ? 
I  call  a  figute  for  that  caufe,  (he  faies, 

To 
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To  fright  him  from  me,  and  each  luftful  eie : 
Fear't  not !  1*1  warr'nt  thee  none  (hal  tempt  thee,  I ; 
For  he  that  (hould  on  thy  face  doac,  Vd  {wear* 
Both  blind,  and  mad,  bewitcht  indeed  he  were. 


On  Plot. 


TjLot  now  he's  married,  and  keeps  houfe,  I  hear 

Is  like  his  butter,  mad  but  twice  a  year  : 
In  Hymens  flieets  good-fellowfhip  may  lie 
Thus  bedred,  and  in  time  expiring  die. 


o 


ToVV&afiulPoet. 

Ne  diftick  well-made's  worth  two  Poems  Hi  j 
Prithee  contrad  then  thine  to  difticks  Wdl. 


The  Stonie  Jge. 

*nTOfore  there  was  a  Golden  Age,  next  that 
•*•     A  SUvcr  one,  but  now  'tis  Iron  all ; 

To  what  I  tro  wilt  next  degenerate  ? 
To  ftone  I  think  in  ftead  of  Minerall. 
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To  Captain  Nym. 

BEtimes  thou  findft  mc  c'r  I  ftir,  and  fai'ft 
Thy  mornings  draught  o*r  night  thou  promis'd  waft, 
But  thou  nor  car'ft  fo  much  for  that  or  me, 
My  breeches  in  the  chair  thou  com'ft  to  fee  j 
Thy  plot  prevented  thus  thou  flieft  hence, 
In  haft  to  th*  next  friend  with  the  like  pretence, 
Whofc  pockets,  you  furprifing,  borrow  there 
Without  his  leave  a  crown  perhaps,  for  fear 
More  mift,  might  be  difcover'd,  for  thy  friend 
Shouldft  thou  but  ask  it, would  not  fix  pence  lend : 
Thus  each  friends  hinder  Phob  thy  want  fupplies, 
Whence  thou  doft  raife  thy  daily  fiibfidies, 
And  pick  fome  crums  of  comfort ;  but  alas  I 
Nym  th'other  night  by  Feftus  couzned  was, 
With  whom  he  needs  would  lie  $  for  Fcftu*  did 
Not  think  his  money  fafe  though  under**  bed, 
But  hid  it  in  Nyms  pocket :  thought  he,  ne'r 
Wil,  mifting  Nyw,  look  once  for  money  there. 
Thus  Nym  protected,  what  he  els  had  ftole  j 
Better  to  venter  thus,  then  lofe  the  whole. 


To  Mutus. 

X^tftftfwhere  e'r  he  comes  in  companie 
**■*•$  its  ftil,  obferves,  fpeaks  not  a  word  to  any : 
Are  you  a  fpie  or  State-informer  grown  ? 
Set  to  pick  treafon,  when  we  are  high  flown, 
From  out  our  harmlcfs  mirth  >  forgive  me  pray? 
i'avt  wrong'd  you  Af/tfar*,  you  can  nothing  fay. 


To 
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To  Jealous. 

rfRalous  if  any  laughs  is  angry  ftralght, 
J  Sufoe&s  they  jeer  at  him  j  oh  foolifh  Wight ! 
Becaule  another  lmiling  wries  his  nofe 
Wilt  thou  betray  thy  felfe,  and  fo  expofe 
Thee  to  more  laughter  ?  though  you  guilty  bee, 
Yet  I  dare  fay  there's  no  man  thought  of  thee* 


On  Taurus* 

t  Taurus  told  that  his  wife  many  lor'd ; 
Hee  lov'd  her  better  caufe  fhe  was  approved ; 
1  faid  they  us'd  her;  then  he  made  reply, 
I  care  not  fo  they  ufe  her  wel,  not  I. 
Oh  wilful  Cuckold  !  who  wil  pittie  thee, 
That  when  you're  told,  won't  believe  til  you  fee* 


O/zSwilL 

ON  fafting-daies  Swill  eats  and  drinkcth  faft, 
Piaies  fad,  hopes  thus  the  world  wil  alwaies  Jafl: ; 
Thus  5  wil  doth  fall,  while  the  rule  Faft  and  Pray, 
Hee  onely  changes  into  feaft  and  play ! 

On  Refolute  Bat 

AS  rough  as  bear-skins  for  behaviour, 

Abisket  face  as  hard  for  favour, 
As  blunt  as  back  of  knife,  as  dul 
As  whecftone,  or  cram'd  capon  fui, 

Hi5 
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His  talk  as  women  backward  flat, 

And  though  Jaught  at,  he's  Refolute  Bat  $ 

Heel  to  the  Club,  and  prate  his  (hare 

Or  more,  pay  lefle  than  any  there  $ 

Oh  what  a  prettv  thing  is  it 

To  be  but  bold  though  without  wit  ? 


To  Vet  a  an  old  Shrew. 

YOur  husband  muftcrs  old  things  quite  forgotten  , 
As  men  cat  Mcdlers  when  they  are  quite  rotten  s 
All  th'rags  of  time  he  hangs  up,  he  can  fee  5 
Keep  out  of  *s  fight !  or  els  he  1  hang  up  thee  ! 


To  Big. 

I?  ?g  why  haft  got  fo  final  a  wife }  'tis  beft 

Thou  fai'ft,  of  evils  we  fhould  chufe  the  leaft  • 
Thou  hop'ft  to  overlay  her,  that's  thy  plot, 
Kil  her  and  get  another,  is  it  not  ? 

To  Maedhus. 

'T'O  be  inoft  idle  thou  maift  well  be  fed, 
Whilft  lazily  thou  doft  thy  work  abed. 

On  Captain  Sharke 

pRoi'tys  Creditor  promised  oft,  at  length  did  fay, 
Hcc  new  begun  to  fear  hee  ne*r  wou'a  pay : 

G  1  You 
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You  need  not  fear  it  Sir  /  sbar{e  made  replie, 
I  ne'r  intended  to  repay  it,  I. 

To  Boldface. 

BOldfkrtI  wonder  at  thy  impudence, 
That  dar'ft  affirm  things  fo  againft  all  fence  : 
For  fhamc  be  n't  impudent  and  foolifh  too ! 
And  think  all  men  are  fooles  'caufe  you  are  fo ! 


To  Phydias  a  Painter. 

T  Phydias  askc  how  he  could  paint  a  maid  ? 
Find  mee  but  one  !  I'l  paint  her  then  he  faid. 


On  Chcerii, 

CHctril  becaufe  his  wife  is  fomewhat  il, 
Uncertain  in  her  health  indifferent  ftil 
Hee  turns  her  out  of  doors  without  reply  : 
V/ondring  at  which,  I  askt  the  reafon  why  ? 
In  ficknefs  and  in  health  faies  he,  I'm  bound 
Onely  to  keep  her,  either  weak  or  found  ; 
But  now  fhee's  neither,  he  replies  :  ycu'l  fee, 
Shee'l  quickly  now  or  mend  or  end*  &ies  hee. 


On  Stupro. 

gTupro  on  horfeback  faies  hee'l  ride  no  more, 
"lis  Vaufe  hec  hath  been  jaded  much  before ; 


Hee 
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Hee  may  the  Trojan  Palfrey  now  beflxld^ 
The  living  jades  are  fiery  bot^  to  ride. 


On  Swillmore. 

CW'iUmort  grown  dry  with  talking,  drinks  til  hce 
Was  got  fo  drunk  he  could  nor  fpeak  nor  fee : 
His  windy  words  foxt  him  j  fome  drunk  have  bin^ 
As  well  by  letting  out  as  taking  in. 


B 


On  Brave. 

Raves  money  melt's  in's  pocket,  *rmay  be  fo 
'Twas  warm  before,  but  now  'twii  colder  grow, 


On  Pure. 


U  Is  text  no  fooner  nam'd,  but  Pure  invelgh'd 
*^Gainft  Komey  and  run  quite  from't  as  one  afraid  : 
A  fudden  rapture  'twas  j  his  text  andhee 
I  fear  wil  ne'r  again  meet,  or  agree. 


On  Dull. 

tO  many  men,  fo  many  minds  there  be  $ 
r  Yet  in  difpute  Dull  wil  not  difagree, 
But  alwaies  is  on's  neighbours  mind,  'caufc  hce 
Cannot  td  how  to  contradift,  I  fee. 


On 
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On  Str  Sullen  Haughtie, 

^Hcn  I  thankt  HaHghtic  for  his  curtefie, 

He  faid  he  not  cxpetted  it  from  mc  : 
Nor  I  from  him  that  kindnefs^wherefore  I 
I  hankt  him  'caufe't  came  fo  unexpectedly. 


To  bis  worthy  frieridTS.Efftire. 

]Fto  be  mild  be  Generofitie; 
To  fcorn  to  give  or  take  an  injuric ; 
I  f  to  be  patient,  and  yet  valiant  too 
Be  truly  noble,  then  (Sir  ! )  you  are  fo: 
Virtu's  the  beft  Nobilitie  is  known. 
You're  virtuous  noble  too,  in  this  alone* 


To  Pantagus. 


N 


One  can  fay  ought,  but  you'l  fay  fbmething  to'c, 
There's  nought  another  doth,  but  you  can  Ao\ : 

You're  cunning  Pantagus,  and  fingular, 

Good  at  all  things,  but  no  particular. 


To  Lautus. 

J  Autus  thy  palate  can  be  pleas'd  with  nought 
^But  the  beft  cates  far-fetcht,  and  deareft  bought  j 
Sicilian  Lampreys,  and  the  Thufcan  Boar, 
With  witty  dainties  ne'r  heard  of  before 
yittllius  age  ,  fuch  as  Minerva's  fhield, 
A  difamade  of  Scones  livers,  and  then  fiPd 

With 
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With  milt  of  Sturgeon,  and  with  brains  of  Rafles, 
Pheafaxits  and  Peacocks,  and  Egyptian  Quailes, 
With  tongues  of  Nightingales,  and  thofe  more  rate 
And  feld  -feen  Crimfon  birds,  his  ufual  fare : 
Mullets  and  Ceifey  Coccles,  the  Severn  Trour, 
And  what  more  daintie  novels  can  be  bought : 
lotaygo,  Anchovois,  Puffins  too,  to  tafte 
Thy  Maronaean  wines,  at  meals  thou  haft. 
Thus  all  thy  lands  thou  eat'ft  and  drinkeft  down, 
I/Khy  fair  Boggards  buried  lie,  thus  grown 
With  dear-bought  foil  fo  rich,  to  dung  the  finali 
Acre  that's  left  unfold,  and  that  is  all. 


On  Prophane. 


PRopbane  ne'r  fpcaksof  God,  but  in  his  oathes, 
Which  he  doth  change  more  often  than  his  cloathes : 
Nor  thinks  he  on  him  when  he  vainly  fwears, 
Oh  Atheift,  that  nor  God,  nor  Devil  fears* 


On  Bib. 

WIfedome  doth  teach  us  filcnce,  now  Bib  Is 
With  drink  made  fpcechlefs,  is  he  not  then  wife  > 


The  effefts  of  BrainfickV  letters. 

YOur  lines  were  all  fo  fweet,  and  work't  fo  wcl, 
So  purg'd  me  too,  that  I  can  hardly  tel 
Whether  they  wrought  on  my  afFedions  more 
Or  on  my  body,  I  drew  thence  fuch  ft  ore 
Of  precious  Elixer,  and  fomuch 
Compounded  Cates,  whofe  qualitie  was  fuch, 

G  4  Tha* 
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That  where  my  Phyfick  prorruYd  mc  but  (even* 
By  virtue  of  your  lines  I  had  eleven* 
But  yet  ri  tei  you  •  troth  'twas  een  forgot 
It  purg'd  and  fcar'd  and  wipt  off"  you  know  what  $ 
It  griev'd  mee  your  fair  hand  fhould  undergo 
So  foul  an  office  as  to  wipe  it  too ; 
But  rather  then  your  hand  or  paper  bee 
Stain'd  with  this  aft,  let  the  guilt  lie  on  mce, 
1  did  it  'caufe  I  know  that  you  could  write 
Such  lines  again  as  faft  as  I  could         ■ 
Write  to  me  oftner  pray  !  fo  I  may  fave 
Phyficians  fees,  and  may  bum-fodder  have. 


On  Mr  ^-Taffie  Shentilmanof  Wales. 

T  He  wav  to  make  proud  Taffie  down  on's  knees 

Is  tel  nim  that  the  Moon's  made  of  ereen  cheefe; 
Hee  then  in  Heav'n  would  bee,  andwil  defirc 
Nought  but  to  toft  his  bobbie  by  her  fire. 

To  an  Irifb-rnan. 

*y\7 Hen  I  do  fnceie,  God  blefle  you,  you  do  fay, 

jWhy  not  the  fame  when  1  do  fart,  I  pray  ? 
Are  not  both  fudden  ruptures  that  do  make 
As  with  an  earthquake  the  whole  body  make  ? 
To  break  before,  at  Iri(h,  you  do  find 
To  be  lefe  dang'rous  then  to  break  behind  j 
Befides,  this  brings  a  good  report  you  fee, 
Why  is  not  this  as  welcome  then  to  thee  ? 
V/hen  I  break  forward,  you  (Chrift  help  you)  fay, 
But  when  I  backwards  break,  you  backwards  pray. 
Pardon  me  Sir  !  'tis  my  infirmitie, 
»Tis  the  windcholick  that  thus  troubles  roe, 

To 
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To  Spruce. 

ePruct  wears  a  comb  about  him,  alwaies  he 
To  prune  and  fmooth  his  polifht  hairc  : 
The  Cock's  ne'r  too  without  his  comb  you  fee, 
Spruce  'tis  a  Coxcomb  then  you  wearc. 

To  Formall. 

rWHen  Formal  knows  not  what  to  fay,  then  hee 
Oh  Lord,  Sir  \  cries  with  much  tautologie : 
Now  the  Lord  help  thee  Formal,  'twas  wcl  meant, 
Though  you  but  fpoke  of  him  in  compliment* 


On  Swift. 

or*/*  though  h'has  bin  but  once  'mongft  Gentlemen, 

^And  hath  learnt  what  their  Chriften  names  are,  then 

jHc  fpeaks  to  them  in  fuch  familiar  phrafe, 

As  if  th'had  long  acquainted  been,  and  faies, 

]f  any  fpeak  of  them,  he  knows  3um  wel, 

And  cals  them  Jac^  Olc\{,  or  the  like,  wii  tel 

You  when,  and  where  he  law  them  laft,  and  how 

Their  intimate  acquaintance  firft  did  grow. 

Swift  thy  too  much  familiar itie 

May  breed  contempt.  BeHev't  they  know  not  thee. 


The  W  if  dome  of  this  age* 

yHc  Wife-men  were  but  feven :  now  we  fcarce  know 
*  So  many  fools,  the  world  fo  wife  doth  grow. 

G  j  On 
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On  Prifcus. 


"pRiCcus  doth  poetize  now  he's  in  love; 

*  Strange  each  blind  Lover  ihould  a  Poet  prove  i 

He  is  inipired  furc,  how  els  could  he 

Be  fuch  a  Chymift  in  Loves  Poctrie  } 

He  courts  his  Miftris  out  of  Ovids  art 

Has  th' Amadu  and  Spencer  all  by  heart, 

Whence  he  extracts  his  fonnets,  and  his  rime, 

And  (peaks  them,  dreaming,  in  and  out  of  time* 

Such  flidden  raptures  feldome  conftant  be, 

His  love  is  blind,  and  fo's  his  Poetrie. 

On  Proud 

pKoud quarrels  in  his  cups,  and  then  wll  fight, 
•*  Is  beaten  fober,  'troth  he  is  ferved  right. 


On  Dfltfw  Emperick. 

tWlfe  Empericl{  can  all  difeafes  cure, 

His  Phyfick  though't  be  ftrong  it  worketh  lure : 
A  litte  mors  in  olid  which  expels 
Difeafe  and  life  together,  nothing  els. 
Happy  thy  patient,  you  difpatch  him  quick  £ 
Your  mighty  art  won't  let  him  long  be  fick* 

QnBh. 

•yO  quench  his  forrows  Bib  drinks  very  free, 
*  Sorrow  is  due,  he  faics,  and  fo  is  hce. 

On 
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OtfNokes. 


ONc  askt  why  Nofa  difcourfing  {hakt  his  head  > 
A  Rattle-head 'twas  'caufe  he  was,  I  fed; 
Therefore  he  (hakt  his  empty  fconce,  to  find  * 
Whether  within  with  any  braines  'twer  lin'd  • 


To  bis  friend  and  Companion 

M<  H.N. 


Wit's  all  the  younger  fons  inheritance, 

A  fmall  eftate,  which  cannot  much  advance  ; 
Virgil  may  talk  of  Bees,  and  dunging  land, 
But  'tis  the  Heir  that  has  them  in  his  hand  : 
To  him  th'indulgent  father  ail  doth  give, 
While  they  alas  have  nought  wherewith  to  live 
But  what  Dame  Nature,  like  a  careful  mother, 
Laid  up,  and  faid  'twas  for  a  younger  brother. 
A  ftore  of  Wit  heav'n  knowes  'tis  all  (he  gave, 
And  yet  you're  rich  enough,  while  this  you  have* 
A  Fico  for  thy  brothers  lands  /  thou'aft  more 
In  Mount  PwnaQus,  than  is  all  his  ftore : 
There  with  Apollo  thou  maift  fit  and  dine 
With  heav'nly  Nectar,  fup  with  tlVMufes  nine  ; 
The  luftie  Gods  and  Goddeffes  wil  be 
With  all  the  Graces  there  in  companie  : 
There  we  have  fields  to  walk  in  j  oh  what  fine 
Mirth  there  is  in  good  company  and  wine  I 
Laftly  to  make  you  fully  happy,  Bcttie  $ 
Will  meet  i'th*  arbour  j  oh  fhee's  wondrous  prettie ! 
Now  tel  me  friend,  is  not  this  bettet  fport, 
Than  to  have  money,  and  no  pleafure  for't  ? 

To 
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To  Levinus. 

t  Have  lent  Shorty  monies,  which  Levinus,  you 
•*Perfwade  me,  lone  put  off,  he'l  pay  me  now : 
When  tro  ?  at  the  Greek  Calends  >  when  the  Fleet 
Wants  guefts  ?  when  he  and  1 5  two  Sundales  meet  > 
If  he  folve  he,  deceives  me,  if  not,  he 
Cozens  me  worfe ;  ftil  I  deceiv'd  muft  be 
Whither  he  pay  or  not  :  Tad  rather  tho 
Be  thus  deceived  then  cozend :  tel  him  fo  I 


On  Vulpe. 


AS  Ravens 'bout  the  brcathlefs  Carkafs  flic, 

So  fwarm  Vulpfs  friends,now  he  but  feems  to  die 
Each  greedy  angler  hook  and  line  doth  lay, 
Baited  with  gifts  to  catch  this  Aurata 
Which  fwalfows  both,  efcapes,  takes  all  they  give, 
Thus  old  get  heirs  each  day,  and  (HI  doth  live  ; 
Vulpe  preys  o'th,  living,  he  mod  yuktf  is  ) 
Thefe  Harpies  hope  for  prey,  but  when  yinlpe  dies, 


mmmm 


B  Uffed  Ignorance. 


HEE  is  moft  happy  fure  that  knoweth  nought, 
Becaufc  he  knows  not  that  he  knoweth  not. 


To  a  poore  Beoqer. 

tF  thou  hadft  faid  th'hadft  had  no  money,  I 
*  Would  then  have  thee  believed,  but  now  you  lie, 


Caufe 
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'Caufe  you  do  fay  you  want  it,  for  'tis  mad 
To  fay  one  wants  that  which  he  never  had : 
A  word  wel  placet  may  ferve  one  at  a  need, 
Learn  to  beg  right,  or  you  may  want  indeed* 


On  Thais  her  Bajlard. 

'T'Hais  the  mother,,  but  the  father  who  ? 
x  Thau  her  felf  nor  any  elfe  doth  know : 
Can  th'  fon  oth*  people  want  a  father  >  when 
For  parents  he  can  daime  fo  many  men  ? 


On  Gamfter. 

pLay  fair  and  fwear  not  ?  burn  the  tables  !  I 

Wil  neither  th'  one  north*  other  by  this  die : 
Gamefter  Fl  now  believe  thee  valiant  too, 
'Caufe  you'l  not  fwear  lefs  then  you  mean  to  do. 


Epitaph  on  the  Preaching  QblerHow. 

•yRanflated  here  lies  Cobler  tf  <ra>, 

Who,  when  he  liv'd  could  rip  and  fow* 
Divide  and  ftitch  a  text  together 
Juft  as  he  us'd  to  fpoil  his  leather. 
Or  rather  here  he's  underlaid, 
Who  oft  o'rlay  two  chairs  and  praid, 
That  his  infpired  tongue  might  mend 
fouls  then  e'r  his  Coble 


More  fouls  then  e'r  his  Coblers  end 
Or  hands  could  cure  :  he  often  (aid 
Walk  ye  uprightly  in  your  trade  / 
And  when  your  foles  do  tread  awr/ 
Bring  them  to  me  I  pray  1  and  I 


Wil! 
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Wil  fet  them  (freight :  be  mending  ftil 

As  I  am  !  'lis  Gods  hcav'nly  wil. 
Many  were  wrought  on  thus,  but  th'  time  waspaft, 
And  fo  he  finiiht  when  death  brought  his  laft. 

Cobler  thou  haft  fet  up  enow 

That fince  can  prate  like  Cobling  How. 

On  Sir  John  Lackland* 

JAc\  Lackland  bringing  gracious  news  to  Court, 
The  King  was  hap'ly  pleas'd  to  Knight  him  fort : 
He  proud  oPs  honour  writes  to  all  his  friends, 
And  with— Yours  Sir  John  Lackland—  Knight— he  ends* 
'Tis  fit  he  (hud,  for  wert  not  under**,  hand 
None  would  believe  him  Knight,  that  had  no  land. 

^^_^___^_    -  —  ■  — "~— — — — ^- 

On  Cofrno. 


QOfrnoin's  new  and  holiday  array, 

Then  to  be  fure  he  walks  abroad  that  day  ; 
Goes  to  a  play,  wil  ftand  i'th'  pit,  and  talk, 
Whiffc  fmoak,  or  to  be  mark t,  out  often  walk. 
*Tis  pitty  Cofmo  wears  nooftnernew, 
For  then  he  oftner  would  appear  in  view. 


On  Lowfi-Patch. 


VWHo  faies  Patch  lowfie  veftinents  weareth,  when 

They  are  fo  threadbare  that  no  vermin  can 
Upon  them  ftick  ?  Yes  i  though  that  they  be  thin 
His  loving  lice  ftick  clofer  to  his  skin. 

On 
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On  Light. 

X  Ight  ftcals  a  jeaft,and  then  to  mak't  his  own 
^Hc  walks  from  one  to  th'  other,  up  and  down  5 
By  oft  repeating  thus  he  proftrates  it; 
Light  hath  a  common,  though  a  running  wit. 


On  afire  in  a  Town. 

(~)Ne  night  throug[h  all  the  ftreets  the  men  did  crie 

Fire  fire  !  at  which  I  wak't  and  wondred  by ; 
Not  chat  drie  wood  mould  burn,  hut  becaufe  all 
Did  eric  fir*}  when  they  mould  for  water  call* 

n  in  ,-■-—   ■  '■        ■ '  — *^~-*— m—i,'> 

Epitaph  on  Hocas  Pocas. 

UBre  Hocas  lies  wkh  his  tricks  and  his  knocks, 

**  Whom  Death  hath  made  lure  as  his  Juglers  box : 

Who  many  hath  cozen'd  by  his  Lciger  demein, 

Is  prefto  conveyed  and  here  underlain : 

Thus  Hocas  he's  here,  and  here  he  is  not, 

While  death  plaid  the  Hoc  as,  and  brought  him  toth'  pot 

To  one  that  talked  finely. 

LJ  O w  prettily  it  talks  as  you  would  fay 

His  fpeech  did  wear  her  holiday  array? 
With  fine  (pun  language  dreft  is  his  difcourfc, 
It  talks  in  print  where  not  a  word  of  courfc 

Drops 
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Drops  from  his  tongue,  but  all  fo  finely  wove 
So  Imooth  fo  foft  as  you  would  fwear  he  ftrove 
To  outdo  the  filkworm,  whilft  each  word  he  faics 
Was  ftudicd  for  before,  for  th'  better  grace. 
Speak  like  a  man  }  (til  to  be  neatly  dreft 
Is  womanifh:  your  homefpun  cloath  is  beft, 
Becaufe  'twil  longer  laft  and  finer  wear, 
Laboured  invention  holds  not  out  the  year* 

— ii  ■  m  n  "         '  '•"      '*  '  ■ iiiimi    in    !■     in,,   ,|,|M,„ tn  _  ■wiiiliiii— l"TWmMrtiWi 

To  Cofmo  on  bis  fair  folding  wife. 

C  Moak  makes  one  fair,  yet  Hues  the  Proverb,  where 

It  alwaies  fmoaks,  'tis  afoul  fign  that  there 
A  dangerous  Scold  doth  dwel,  whole  fiery  tongue 
Outdo's  the  fire  and  draws  the  fmoak  along. 
The  troubled  houfe.  Cofmo  th*  haft  light  upon. 
A  *air  fcold  to  thy  wife,  the  Queftion 
Whither  her  tongue,  that  charm'd  thefe  clouds  to  rife, 
Or  the  fmoak,  caufe  fo  many  crying  cics. 


On  Silly. 

C  Uly  obferves  the  company  and  hears 

How  each  man  throws  about  his  jeafts  and  jeers, 
Left  any  fpie  him  he  about  him  looks 
And  forth  his  pocket  fteals  his  table-books. 
To  clean  thofe  crums  which  wife  men  throw  away, 
With  which  he  feafts  himfelf  another  day. 
Silly  by  chance  did  loofe  his  Diarie 
Of  wit,which  he  had  got  o'th*  companie : 
No  marl  he  now  fo  mute  and  penfivc  fits,^ 
How  can  he  chufe,  fince  he  hath  loft  his  wits  ? 


To 
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TVMomiis. 

BEcaufe  I  no  Maecenas  get 
To  patronize  my  verle  as  yec 
Nor  wooing  e'r  bcipok  my  friend 
To  fwear  them  witty  or  wel  pen'd  ^ 
Momus  dares  fay  the/ar  poor,  not  worth 
The  owning,  filly,  and  fo  forth : 
Ingenious  Readers  are  my  Judges  here, 
But  Momus  you  are  none  of  thole  I  fear* 

— - mm 

On  Bib. 

^  Drunken  man  can  catch  no  harme  they  fay, 
How  then  came  drunken  Bib  fopoxt  I  pray ! 
He  was  not  drunk  enough  when  that  he  caught, 
He  could  not  fo  have  done  or  fufFer'd  ought. 


To  Moore. 

A  Pockhold-lean-fwarth-face  with  ugly  hair 

And  yet  be  trim'd  each  morn  to  make  thee  fair  > 
If  'bout  that  face  thoult  keep  fo  much  ado, 
Get  thee  a  Barbar,  a  Facemender  too  ? 

To  Madam  Cr.  wearing  a  lookinglajs 
at  her  Girdle. 

bJ\  Adam  !  you  look  Co  often  on  your  glafs, 
I  fear  you  doubt  whidicr  or  no  your  face 

Be 
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Be  ftil  your  own,  or  the  fame  yefterday 
Ic  was :  for  colours  change  or  fade  away* 
Then  view  no  more  thy  own  fair  Phyfnomle ! 
Becaufe  I'd  have  thee  look  the  more  on  mc. 

OnSquireHuffe. 

C  Quire  Huffe  had  got  a  yap* ring  trick  to  talk 

High  ranting  words,  then  'bout  the  room  to  walk 
Like  bold  Andrea  a&ing  on  the  ftage 
Often  in  Jpeech  would  perfonate  his  rage : 
Sometimes  he  grew  Satyrick  and  would  ftrcin 
To  jeer  each  man  in  King  Cambyfes  vein. 
Blunt  being  toucht  grew  angry,  made  reply 
Though  I  cann't  prate  yet  you  (hal  find  that  I 
Can  nght,  and  beat  him  foundly :  'tis  the  way 
Thus  to  cure  madmen,  as  I  have  heard  fay. 


On  Philip  Soupe  and  Jone  his  wife. 

X  O  Ithetragick  ftory  fing  o'th*  life 

And  death  of  Philip  Soupe  and  lone  his  wife  j 

A  friendly  pair  of  Turtles  that  did  love 

Goodfellowihip  and  lufty  ale  above 

All  earthly  good  :  for  why  ?  they  oft  wu'd  fay 

'Tishigh  and  mighty  Ale  doth  griefs  allay, 

And  when 'tis  nappy  and  fpirituall, 

Ale  is  both  meat  and  drink,  and  cloath,  and  all, 

For  all's  included  in  this  fence  nee  Ale  : 

Lets  drink  it  then  they  cryd,  or  new  or  ftalc* 

It  hap't  thefe  two  once  wanting  companic 

Which  made  them  fad,  and  fadnefs  made  them  drie, 

Set  foot  to  foot,  and  tryd  the  maftcrie, 

Each  lookt  to  th'  to'ther  too  with  narrow  tie, 

VVil. 
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Mil  drunk  to  Iug3  and  lug  eryd  Phil  again 

Til  none  could  (land  or  (peak  one  (cnrence  plain, 

tild  up  toth'  throat  when  both  could  drink  no  more 

find  tn'  reft  o'th'  drink  left  running  'bout  the  floor, 

Caufe  neither  could  the  (picket  wield  aright, 

&e(bl  ving  as  'twas  time  to  deep  that  night, 

They  (hok  their  cloaths  off  both  at  laft,  and  (b 

Scumbled  into  their  beds  with  much  ado : 

8ut  oh  the  fad  difafters  that  befel  them 

Ac  this  encounter  !  You  anon  (hal  fmel  them  : 

For  when  lug  rows'd  to  bufs  her  Philip,  (he 

Her  ftomacfc  being  o'r-charg'd  did  rain  a  (ca 

Of  powerful  Ale  in  poor  Phil's  face  and  breaft, 

Whofe  gaping  mouth,  and  ftomaek  thus  oppreflr 

\^'ith  the  receipt  of  his  wives  fpew'd-up  liquor 

Grew  fick,  no  vomit  could  have  made  him  Acker, 

He  turn'd  and  groan'd  as  if  he  were  to  die, 

Then  ftraightwaies  fac't  about,  and  furioufly 

Reverft,  he  charg'd  her  body  with  his  rear 

On  her  right  flanck  all-to-bedighting  her, 

Then  he  drew  up  and  fpew'd,  then  charg'd  agen 

Til  he  had  routed  all  her  bodie,  then 

fcftcr  a  Parley  founded,  lug  did  fay 

Thou'rt  pcftlence  hot,  draw  off  now,  Philip,  pray  * 

The  place  foon  grew  too  hot  indeed  for  them, 

for  the  foul  Stygian  lake  did  never  (team 

With  fuch  grois  vapours  as  did  thence  arifc, 

Ready  to  choak  them  both  in  wofiil  wife. 

kt  lad  Phil  reacht  forth'  Iordan  where  he  might 

Convert  his  Ale  to  Lees,  but  miflingit 

He  fel  a  ground :  the  like  did  Jug  bety'd 

Who  reaching  for  the  drink  o'th'  other  fide 

Fel  doWn  with  th*  chamberpot  upon  her  head, 

Befide  them  (elves,  and  both  beude  the  bed; 

Kak'd  and  aflecp  i'th'  morning  both  were  found 

In  pickle  proftrate  on  the  fpawfed  ground : 

Sad  chance !  this  loving  couple  never  were 

Known  until  now  xofal  out  any  where ; 

Ob 
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Oh  curfcd  Ale  could  thus  part  man  and  wife ! 
*Twas  in  their  cups,  let  that  excufe  the  ftrifc. 


On  'Poet  Cordus  a  Rimer. 

^f  Hen  Poet  Ccrdus  writes,  he  oftentimes 

Doth  wter  draw  his  matter  to  his  rimes, 
Provide  but  rcafon,  rime  wil  flow  5  but  he 
Harps  more  upon  the  words,  then  fence,  I  lee. 


On  Fusk. 


WHy  fliould  Tusk  of  his  wife  fo  jealous  be 
w  Unlefs  his  own  fins  taught  him  jealoufie  ? 
(For  we  are  often  more  fufpicious  far 
Of  that  wherein  our  felves  moft  guilty  are  :) 
Some  rather  think  Fusl^  infufficient% 
And  'caufe  he  cannoc  give  his  wife  content 
Therefore  he  fears  flie  feeks  abroad,  for  why 
Women  they  wil  be  fatisfi'd,  or  cry  : 
Some  fay  he  thinks  fhe's  wifer  far  then  he, 
And  fo  turns  Envie  into  jealoufie  ; 
Stil  the  fault  lies  in  him  not  her,  you  lee, 
While  Fusl(  grows  lean  with  triple  jealoufie* 


To  an  old  deformed  Woman. 


nrHou  art  a  Remedie  for  love,  for  he 
1  That  thee  beholds,  in  love  ihal  never  be# 


To 
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To  Cit. 

T  Wonder  Cit  thou  art  lb  confident 
Sure  I  ne'r  gave  thee  fuch  encouragement, 
I  never  borrowed  of  thee,  nor  was  I 
Ever  once  drunk  in  thv  bafe  companie, 
Nor  did  you  e'r  pimp  for  me,  or  bid  me  come 
To  dinner  with  your  friendly  wife  at  home, 
You  ne'r  yet  offer'd  to  be  bound  for  me 
Nor  canft  claim  kinred  by  affinitic ; 
How  dare  you  then  be  fo  familiar 
With  me  }  what  /do  you  think  becaufe  you  are 
Free  of  the  City,  and  in  time  may  be 
The  grave  Cinquater  of  your  Companie 
Or  'cauie  fometimes  you  walk  in  fcarlet  gowne, 
Reverenc'd  by  boys  and  watermen  oth*  town, 
Or  'caufe  vour  fattin  doublet's  girt  with  gold, 
I'm  therefore  bound  to  you  ?  arc  you  thus  bold 
Becaufe  you  are  grown  rich  by  wicked  gain  ? 
To  your  (hop  Squundrel !  and  your  wares  again  ! 
And  converfe  there  with  thy  Apprentices. 
If  thou'lt  oblige  me  with  true  curtefies 
And  lend  gentileiy,  then  perhaps  H  own 
Thee  for  a  friend,  elfe  thou'rt  a  Cit :  be  gone. 


To  Plagiarie. 

pElonioufly  thou  ftcalft  anothers  wit, 

'Caufe  fure  tliou  art  to  have  thy  book  for  it : 
Thou  art  no  learned  thief  yet,  for  although 
Thou  rcadeft  wei  thou  canft  not  write  w«i  too. 


To 
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To  Lyfippus  a  Barber. 

xyfippw !  fbme  miftane,  have  faid  tharyou 

Arc  a  Barbarian,  but  I  think  a  Jew, 
You  circumcife  fo  much ,  and  for  your  ends 
So  fmoothly  ftroak  the  faces  of  your  friends, 
Making  young  novices  of  all  that  you 
Can  circumvent  4  thus  you  are  a  Barbarous  Jew. 


To  a  corrupt  Judve. 

IX^Hy  thou  fo  dear  doft  law  and  Juftice  fel, 
Doft  hear  and  take  on  either  fide  fo  wel, 
I  wonder  not :  the  Court  Scianus  made 
Thee  buy  thy  place  fo  dear  as  fome  have  faid  $ 
Great  reafon  then  that  who  fo  dear  doth  buy, 
Should  th'  price  enhance  when  he  doth  fel,  as  high* 


Lydia  encountered. 


TRancis  and  Lydia  in  a  jeafting  way 

Each  other  ftrove  to  jeer  j  he  won  the  day 
At  laftj  and  filcnc'd  her  •,  at  which  (he  grew 
So  vext,  that  in  her  paffion  (he  flew 
Upon  young  Vr&nchy  and  'twixt  rage  and  fear 
Saluted  him  with  a  fair  boxo'th'ear, 
He  threw  her  down  o'th*  bed,  and  kifther  'til 
She  cri'd  agen,  for  madnefs  'gainft  her  wil : 
Oh  fweet  revenge  !  who  would  not  thus  fall  out 
If  he  might  have  but  fuch  a  ki  fling  bout  > 
Kifs  and  be  friends  was  the  old  way  you  know 
Ofreconciling,foit  fcems  'twas  now. 


Od 
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On  Gaming. 

cOmeplay  for  gam,  to  pafs  time  others  play 
For  nothing,  both  do  play  the  Fool  I  fay* 
Nor  time  or  coin  PI  iofe  or  idly  fpend; 
Who  gets  by  play,  proves  lofcr  in  the  end. 


On  Brag. 

DRag  his  right  glove  draws  often  off  and  on, 

To  (how  his  wounds  on  each  occafion : 
Tel  not  for  mamc,  Brag,  where  thou  gotft  thofe  fears  $ 
A  tavern  broil  did  mark  thee,  not  the  wars* 


To  Cofmo. 

t>  Eading  my  verfes  Cofmo  wonders  why 
They  iwel  not  with  Poetique  Hiftorie, 
Why  I  not  uie  their  pretty  fables,  whence 
I  may  fuck  matter  to  enlarge  my  fence  ? 
As  now  to  fpeak  of  Vanafs  golden  fhow'r, 
Then  otNarcijfustutn'd  into  a  flow'r., 
Ixiorts  wheel  j  or  Syppbui  his  ftone, 
Or  how  the  Moon  kifs'd  lov'd  Endymion  ; 
Then  to  difplay  Mtduf*'s  fnakic  locks, 
Or  talk  of  wife  Pandora  and  her  box, 
Or  him  that  wifht  that  all  he  toucht  were  gold, 
And  how  this  granted  all  his  meat  refolv'd 
At  the  full  touch  to  gilded  baits,  and  he 
Not  able  to  difgeft  them,  forc't  to  die : 
Then  of  flain  Pelops  Ivory  (houlder,  how 
lo  by  jovi  was  turn'd  into  a  cow  : 

Of 
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Of  th*  Minotaur's  born  oi?aftpht 

And  of  LeucothetxuxrCA  into  a  tree 

Offrankincenfe :  or  of  Tirefias 

Who  fomctimes  man  and  fometimes  woman  was  J 

Then  of  Minerva  born  of  Jupiter s  brain 

Or  by  his  wife  how  Hercules  was  flain 

With  eyejfnspoihriA  ftiirt :  or  of  the  maid 

Turn'd  to  a  fpider ,  how  flic  firft  was  faid 

To  invent  fpinning :  thefe  he  did  conclude 

With  many  more  you  may  ofttimes  allude 

Unto  your  purpofc,  where  each  fiftion 

By  allegoricall  allufion 

Becomes  your  own,  and  thereby  alio  you 

Are  both  Hiftorian  and  Poet  too. 

Troth  I  wil  tel  thee  why  I  did  omit 

Such  fabulous  phanfies,  firft  becaufe  I  writ 

Not  only  to  be  read  but  underftood  $ 

And  next'eaufe  liesy  down  not  with  all,  for  food. 

The  fined  web  is  by  the  fpider  fpun  ^ 

He's  poor  that  borrow  s  his  invention. 


On  Mounfieur  Congee, 

A  Proper  handfbme  courtly  man  indeed, 

And  wel  fct  out  with  cloaths,  can  for  a  need 
Difcourfe  with  legs,  and  quarter  congtes,  and 
Talk  half  anhowr  with  help  of  foot  and  hand. 
But  when  I  vicwdthis  Mounfieur  clean  throughout 
1  found  that  he  was  only  man  without . 


On  Gripe. 


Q/tye  to  him  felf  talks  of  the  funis  he  lent 
And  of  the  debts  he  ows,  bur  to  prevent 

Others 
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Others  from  borrowing  more;  away  you  lew 
Doft  chink  I'd  ask  of  fuch  a  knave  as  you  ? 
Beiides  if  I  of  thee  to  day  (hould  borrow, 
I  knowth*  whole  town  (hould  hear  of  it  to  morrow. 


To  Harjb. 

V/f  llfick  that  once  could  move  each  rock  rmd  tree 
Not  a  whit  moves  thee  Hajb,  or  pleafeth  thee  5 
Thy  inharmonious  foul  how  wilt  thou  bring 
To  Heav'n,  where  Angels  nothing  elfe  butting  ? 
A.  Helli  ih  fure  and  untuned  foul  hath  he 
That  is  not  .rapt  with  muficks  extalie : 
Knowft  not  what  evil  fpirits  ir  expels  ? 
Iccur'd  affii<ftedi>*#/,  and  nothing  elfe : 
It  doth  infpire  the  foul  and  heighten  h  j 
Tho*  hadft  better  lofc  thy  ears  tnanonce  be  bk 

Sly  a  Tarantula  whofe  deadly  wound 
s  only  healed  by  fofc  muiicKs  found* 

To  Cupid. 
His  Jrmes  blazoned* 

\UU  he  bears,  in  a  Crofs  Sattmt  plain 

A  flaming  heart  transfixed  Sol  j  thus  flam 
In  the  wounds  orifice  it  bleeds  Mars,  from  whcrtCfc 
Bloudie  drops  flow,  and  under  the  pretence 
For  Motto  this  inferibed  more  is, 
Sanai  Amot  vulms  amor'u. 
Thy  Arms  do  fpeak  thee  Noble,  Cruel  too, 
bile  thou  wouldft  ne'r  fo  many  hearts  undo  * 
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How  much  thou  doft  degenerate  I  find, 

For  thy  fair  Goddefie  Mother  was  more  kind* 

«■  III  ■  I  ■^ww ■ 

On  proud  Mrs.Minx. 


pRlde  takes  no  cold,  yet  Pride  oft  takes  a  fal  i 

Both  which  are  true  in  this  our  finical 
Proud  Mrs.  Minx  fair  Madams  waiting  maid  ; 
For  though  flie  went  like  her  fpruce  Dame  arraid 
In  her  calt  gowns,  bare,  all  the  neck  and  breaft 
Down  to  the  fhoulders,  and  fometimes  the  reft  *9 
Yet  took  no  cold,  pride  and  luft  kept  her  warm 
Though  (he  went  flript  up  above  half  the  arm* 
Yet  did  the  pride  of  this  She-goat  at  iaft 
Catch  a  (hrewd  fal,  for  by  a  Humbling;  caft 
Tth'  Lobby  room  her  heels  flew  5bove  her  head 
And  fo  (he  broke  her  olboe  'gainft  the  bed. 
Yet  though  (he  fel  her  belly  rifs :  what  elfe? 
Pride  naturally  when  'tis  at  loweft  fwels. 


On  three  Knivhts  without  f purs. 


cTrJobn  in's  fpurs  no  rowels  had,  becaufe 

There  was  no  need,  his  horle  twice  roweld  was  < 
Sir  George  but  one  fpur  wore,  for  if  one  fide 
Will  go,  to'thcr  wil  follow  he  reply'd ; 
I  askt  Sir  Lancelot  why  no  fours  he  wore  ? 
Becaufe  fries  he,  a  free  horle  needs  no  fpur. 
I  £  fpurs  (hew  Knights  and  Horfemeo ;  then  I  fear 
'Mongft  them  was  neither  Knight  or  ChiyaUer* 


On 
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On  Copernicus  his  opinion  who  thought 
the  earth  went  round. 

»N  vain  did  Draty  with  pains  the  Earth  fail  round* 
'Here's  one  could  do  it  eafier  on  the  ground. 

On  Doffour  Love-Self. 

t  Ove-Selfvihcn  th'  Plague  in  London  reigned  fore* 

Grown  rich  himfelf  fhuts  up  and  wu'd  no  more 
When  mod  his  help  was  wanted  :  it  feems  then 
Hee'd  not  his  patients  keep  as  married  men 
Muft  keep  their  wives  in  Sicknefs  and  in  Health; 
Such  is  the  fearful  cowardize  of  wealth. 
Though  thou  with  th'  Plague  would'ft  nothing  ha*  to  do, 
A  Plaguy  cunning  Dodour  yet  wer't  thou. 


To  rny  final  friend  with  agreathard* 

hTHy  face  and  felf  are  final,  but  large  thy  beard : 
*  Lop*t  off!  thy  wood  wil  hide  thee  Fm  afferd. 


To  Ignorant  Zoile. 


TfOllel  am  told  you  pirn  and pcugh,  when  e'r 
You  any  do  my  lines  commending  hear : 
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Pifli  on .'  'caufe  you  ftil  in  the  wrong  place  piflij 
Afpcrfing  moft  die  beft,  as  I  could  wifh. 


To  the  Reader. 

|T  is  enough:  but  if  you  think  too  much, 
1  Then  Reader !  fay  you  faw  me  not !  for  fuch 
As  I  for  writing  what  is  bad,  will  ycu 
By  others  be  for  reading  counted  too* 


SATYRS 
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SATYR  i. 


The  Argument. 
Sev&al phavta(licl£  Humors  here 
OfSea-Jtcl(  minds  defcribed art, 
wedded  to  fpend  their  time  in  vain  : 
Whence  tb' Authour  rvoos  them  to  rcfrehi. 

OH  men  J  oh  manners !  what  a  medly's  this 
When  each  mans  mind  more  than  face  different  is? 
For  by  forms  only  we  diftinguifht  be 
One  from  another  :  but !  alas  !  to  fee ! 
We  varie  from  our  felves  each  day  in  mind, 
Nor  know  we  in  our  felvs  our  felvs  to  find. 
Sure  had  Erafmiu  liv'd  til  now,  he  wu'd 
Without  an  Oedipus  ne'r  have  underftood 
The  riddles  of  this  dark  phantaftick  age, 
Where  each  Ape  alters  with  the  fcame  the  ftagc. 
Had  I  thy  razour  A  ftius  to  difled 
Thefe  Gordian  knotty  humours  men  arFed, 
Fd  fharp  my  pen,  and  after  fteep  it  all 
In  wormwood  vinegar  and  Stygian  gal* 
Lend  me  thy  whip  Alefto !  that  I  may 
Scourge  the  prepofFrous  times,as  Boys  at  play 
Do  whip  their  eggmels  /  yet  don't  I  wel  know 
Whether  my  anger  they  defenre  or  no, 
But  rather  pittic  j  whether  rather  I 
Should  with  fcorn  laugh  at  them,  or  for  them  crfo 
Ev'n  Heraclitus  fpleen  would  tickled  be 
To  view  Welch  bobbie  and  Garlick  eat.  or  fee 
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A  French  grcnovlllio  fricas  with  young  mice 

And  mulhroms  mixt,  or  the  iow^dutch  device 

Of  roafted  fprats  and  Herrings,  or  th*  Irifh 

Tough  bonyclabber,  or  that  German  difh 

Of  pickled  mails  and  tender  Grafhoppers, 

Or  the  Jews  Locufts  with  their  Elder  ears, 

As  much  as  fee  an  Afle  eat  thirties  j  who 

Would  not  admire  that  every  Country  fo 

Should  vary  phaniics,  and  thus  ftrangely  afFcft 

A  nouvell  diet  with  their  Dialed  ? 

But  ftomacks  like  our  minds  are  fickly  too, 

Both  arc  beft  pleas'd  with  quelqucchofes  vain  lb  Hew* 

So  have  I  feena  travaild  Squire  difcourfe 

On  feveral  fawces,  fpin  out  lecond  courfe 

With  a  picktooth  in's  mouth,  and  chafindifh 

To  flew  his  raw  road  fowl  and  codlcd  fi(h, 

Til  we  had  loft  our  ftomacks,  and  new  got : 

Learn'd  in  the  art  of  eating  was  he  not  ? 

Yet  this  at  home  moft  galls  my  patience 

To  fee  fo  humorous  a  difference 

Of  more  phantaftick  giddy  minds  that  draw 

Like  Mules  and  Oxen  each  another  way. 

Here's  one  writes  more  than  fome  good  Scholars  read, 

And  quoats  more  Authours  than  Prysevcr  did, 

Or  in  the  whole  world  neceffary  be ; 

Whilft  in  one  Tome  a  Vatican  thus  he 

Ereds  'y  fohave  1  feen  a  Pampleter 

That  rails  'gainft  Bifhops,  make  his  margin  far 

Exceed  his  fencelefs  Thefts,  whilft  he  fwels 

His  leaf  with  texts  of  Scripture  litrle  elfe, 

And  thofe  falfe  cited  or  as  heterogene 

And  wide  from's  purpofe  as  is  Po  from  Seine. 

Suchfwarmesof  icribled  Rapfodies  begot 

Ragmen  to  enrich,  Typographers,  and  not 

The  llnderftanding  j  fince  they  more  diftraft 

Each  weakned  judgement,  wu'd  they  were  by  Aft 

Condemned  to  flames !  Learning  is  more  profound 

When  in  few  folid  Authours  'tmay  be  found. 
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A  few  good  books  dilgefted  wel  do  feed 

The  mind,  much  cloys  or  doth  ill  humours  breed* 

SeempoL  fcts  down  in  his  Ephemem 

The  trifles  of  each  how'rs  vain  exercifc, 

Toys  that  mould  be  Ephemera  indeed 

Dying  the  fame  day  they  were  born  and  bred, 

Tnings  of  fo  final  concern  or  moment,  who 

Would  ftuffe  his  Diane  with,  or  care  to  know  ? 

As  what  he  wore,  thought,  laugh't  at,  where  he  walkt, 

When  farted,  where  he  pift,  with  whom  he  talkt* 

Memento's  more  ridiculous  than  thofe 

The  City  Chronicler  made  at  Lord  Mayors  mows  j 

As  who  his  Hinchboys  were,  who  wavM  the  fword, 

Who  brought  the  Cuftard  to  his  Honours  boord, 

What  year  a  Lyon  whelpt  i'th*  Tower  dy'd, 

Pepper  or  corn  was  dear,  whofe  child  beftride 

Each  gilt  Coloflus  Pageant  in  Cheapfide, 

Or  in  what  year  Bartbolomit  Fair  forbid. 

(Whereas  Hiftorians  only  things  of  weighty 

Refulcs  of  Per  fons  or  affai  rs  of  S  tate, 

Briefely  with  truth,  and  cleernefs  mould  relate) 

laconlcl{  fhortnefs  memorie  feeds.  1  hate 

A  long  fpun  ftory  of  one  drawn  toth*  ftakc 

Would  reach  from  Newgate  to  Smith fitld%  and  mate 

The  martyr'd  reader  fweat  as  much  or  more 

ThanLtf///»eri'th'  flames,  with  a  bald  fcore 

Of  pharsM  (Quoth  he's)  in  every  page  at  leaft, 

As  without  them  'twere  not  to  be  expreft. 

But  Dulman  barren  of  invention,  wears 

His  time  and  books  in  reading  only.  Here's 

Squire  Topas  fpends  his  daies  in  killing  flies, 

And  like  Domkian  fuch  a  drone  he  dies* 

Rare  was  th*  Italians  Art,  who  writ  fo  fmal 

Three  pence  hid  Pater  7^pflery  Creed  and  all  $ 

And  made  our  Charts  but  halfway  drawn  to  mine 

With  moft  Majeftick  Holynefs  when  each  line 

Of  th'  admir'd  purtraid  breath'd  fuch  heay'nly  flames, 

That  the  fmal  piece  fpofce  ail  the  Reading  Pfalms, 

H  4  Without 


182 


Satyrs. 


Without  a  magnifying  glafs  what  eie 

Could  yet  difcern  the  JetterM  Phyfnomic  J 

Oh  moft  laborious  lofle  of  time  I  So  rare 

CaMcrates  his  Ivorie  Emmets  were, 

With's  Elegiack  verfes  writ  fo  final 

That  a  Hart  cherry ftone  contein'd  them  all  j 

As  Homers  Iliads  in  a  nutfhel  were  5 

Th'  whole  world  defcrib'd  in  a  young  Orenge  fphere. 

Anbytas  wooden  dove  AgeUtn's  nam'd,  *  Bart  as  les 

Or  that  fame  wooden  Eagle  *  Bart  as  fam'd,        fowt.  1 . 

Or  th9  Iron  flie  his  Salufl  mentions,  [main  * 

Rcgiomont am s  his  Inventions : 

Allans  rig'd  ihipor  his  r£8?  vine*,  made 

So  little  that  they  each  might  be  convey'd 

Under  a  Bees  final  wingunfeen,  what  are 

They  all  but  witty  trifles  ?  fans  compare 

Induftrious  follies  ?  who  would  loofe  fo  much 

Dear  precious  time  to  be  accounted  fuch 

A  precious  indefatigable  Afle  ? 

Vantagons  art  fure  no  k(k  fubtile  was 

Who  nurzzled  fleas  and  gold  chains  made  to  lead 

Them  captiv'd  in.  But  oh  my  fides  and  head 

Would  ake  with  laughter,  mould  I  mufter  all 

Such  vain  Syftpbian  toils.  Yet  mud  I  cal 

To  mind  Bdanchy  who  as  ill  fpent  his  time 

I'th'  myfterieof  mouftraps  and  birdlime. 

Thefe  fond  >($7ct/o7tKri<x?  labours  were 

By  Alexander  witt'ly  fcoffed,  where 

To  one  who  on  a  needles  point  each  time 

Could  throw  a  pea,  he  gave  a  peck  of  them. 

Our  time  was  lent  us  to  be  employd  in  high 

And  nobler  Project  not  thus  fruitleflie. 

Yet  better  tis  thus  to  mifpend  it  ftil, 

Than  nought  to  do,  or  what  is  worfer3  il. 

Wclthen! 

Since  each  mans  humour  is  his  minds  delight, 
Let  him  perfu't !  mine  is  to  laugh  at  it. 

SATYR 
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The  Argument, 
A  Female  Synod  u  convert d 
Of  holy  Sifters  that  pretend 
To  S  aniline  in  drejs  andjbow^ 
But  an  difcove/d  nothing  fo. 

HE1  and  damnation  !  what  Impofture's  thi$? 
A  She  white  linnen  Saint  without,  yet  is 
Incarnate  Devil :  i'ftnot  that  fame  Fiend 
Was  found  befieg'd  by  her  Apoftle  friend 
In  Antlirfs  porch  the  other  morn  ?  before 
The  Sexton  rofe  they  'ad  knocking  forc't  the  door, 
Had  not  the  grave  difturber  of  dead  bones 
And  bels,  there  ftumbled  o'r  them  both  at  once. 
Out  you  unhallow'd  whore  !  is  this  the  way 
To  enter  hsav'n  at  thy  ftreieht  gate  I  pray  ? 
D'you  fanctifie  your  Cuckold  dormant  ?  rnuft 
Your  mother  Church  be  bawd  to  goatifh  luft  ? 
Yet  goes  (he  in  and  fitting  prays  and  heats 
With  as  obfervingeies,  attentive  ears 
The  Le&ure,  as  the  holieft  Matron  there  : 
As  though  her  cleanflarcht  bandkerchieve  was  ne*r 
With  clofe  embraces  rumpled.  Oh  what  front 
Of  impudence  that  fex  can  putupon't  I 
As  fhce'd  flick  in  nothing  that  day  but  grace, 
Mark  how  ihe  eies  the  Preacher  in  the  race ! 
Able  to  flare  fufpicion  thence  !  as  1 
Have  feen  hoarfe  rantingG#/?e  with  ftedfaft  eic^ 
Boldly  out-face  a  petty  lurie,  when 
The  ludgc  was  after  dinner  fleeping.  Then 
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She  having  glean'd  in  her  fprucc  tabic  book 

Such  crums  of  comfort  as  the  Coiapbas  took 

Firft  upon  truft,  with  the  next  Sifterhood 

*Mongft  marrow  bones  and  other  luftie  food, 

She  fcatters  them  for  breakfaft,  where  muft  be 

The  moyling  Prieft  (for  'tis  not  fit  that  he 

Should  fpend  his  lungs,  oyl,  labour  too  in  vain  :) 

Great  pleasures  iuftly  do  attend  great  pain. 

Their  bellies  fili'd  like  windftuft  bagpipes,  fo 

Their  fqueaking  Organs  muft  be  going  too  ; 

Such  ftrange  diJputes  here  controverted  be 

Would  puzzle  a  Scotch-lay- Presbyterie. 

Whether  that  Eigamle  bcen't  as  lawful  now 
As  'twas  'tofore  ?  Speak  Sifter  Ruth  !  we  know 

You  have  two  husbands  now,  befides  that  one 

Who  next  ftands  fairly  in  election. 

Truly  and  verily,  I  profefle  you  may, 

How  mould  the  Church  be  built  up  elfe,  I  pray  * 

Her  doctrine  Hannah  did  approve,  and  doubt 

Whether  not  in  the  Church  as  wel  as  out 

Women  might  fpeak  ?  the  Prieft  refolv'd  they  flwwJd 

Spsak  out  as  much  and  often  as  they  would, 

gut  never  in.  A  Female  Synod  is 

Refolv'd  on  to  convene :  the  way  was  this  $ 

Each  truth-infpired  She  forthwith  to  meet 

Either  in.  &iar\laneox  near  Criplegatex 

In  Eutichut  the  Ttylours  chamber,  there 

Each  Monday  'bout  Religion  toconferre. 

Th*  Aflembly  meets  and  fits :  a  pretty  fight 

Fair  fmooth  chin'd  Gofpellcrs  in  aprons  white  ; 

Cathedral  lawn  not  half  fo  learned  is. 

No  Prolocutow  here  was  made,  I  wis : 

They  were  all  (peakers.  Firft  grave  Abigail 

The  Sempftrefle  having  firft  pronoune'd  them  all 

A  holy  Convent :  damned  in  one  word 

ATwimans  with  their  books  to  fire  and  fword# 

Such  Tyrants  women  are :  when  they  in  ftead 

Of  diftaffs  fcepters  take,  the/1  rule  their  head* 

Peace 
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Peace !  Peace !  faid  bufie  Martha,  we  not  know 

Nor  the  She-Burgers  in  Geneva  how 

Thefe  Schcllards  tenets  to  confute :  let's  talk 

Of  things  we  better  undcrftand,  and  balk 

Their  Heathnifh  Problems  !  I  had  rather  know 

Whether  the  world  in  ninty  feav'nor  no, 

(As  Hoord  affirms)  fhal  be  diflblv'd  ?  for  this 

More  fit  and  to  be  known  more  eafie  is. 

My  husband's  now  about  fome  land  to  buy 

And  I'd  not  have  him  throw't  away  faid  (he  j 

By  no  means  let  him  do't,  faid  Sarah,  no : 

But  rather  in  Reverfion  let  him  'flow 

His  money  at  that  fatal  period,  when 

The  world  for  certein  muft  difiolve,  for  then 

Th'  earth  for  a  thoufand  years  fhal  leafed  be 

To  us  the  Saints  for  little,  faied  She. 

To  quit  this  was  a  learned  Quaere  made, 

By  a  thin  antiquated  Chambermaid, 

Run  mad  with  reading  Dod  and  Broughton,  where 

She  fcruplcs  whether  Wdraw  Ephodwere 

Of  the  skie  colour  or  feawater  green ; 

The  dyers  all  o(Amflerdam  have  been 

Long  in  difpute  about  the  que  ft  ion. 

Next  the  point  oiPradtftination 

Was  ftartled  to  perplex  the  more:in  haftc 

From  this  to  Freewil  thefe  Heaven  drivers  paft, 

And  Squirrel-like  as  nimbly  leapt  from  this 

As  p'r  one  bog  to  another  wild  lriih : 

Like  th'  dogs  that  lapt  at  Hilui  feav'nfold  ftream 

They  lick  the  flouds  now  they  have  troubled  them  3 

Or  as  young  Sccpticks  in  Philofophie 

From  Air  to  Water,  Fire  to  Earth  wiLflie, 

Peripateticks  in  Divinitie 

O'r  all  its  Elements  thus  they  likewife  hie, 

As  nimbly  with  their  tongues,  as  ftanding  ftil 

Or  th"  world  a  man  in  a  map  travel  wil, 

With*s  eic  in  one  (hort  minute,  yet  not  know 

Where  the  M°&«1$  rich  country  ftands;  or  how 

His 
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His  own  is  rul'd.  In  every  doubt  at  laft 

All  unrefolv'd  each  to  their  homes  do  hade, 

With  their  bofsM  Bibles  trufsM  beneath  their  arms* 

Thumb'd  in  the  Revelation  and  the  Pfalms. 

Bodic  O  death  !  who  fhould  they  meet  at  door 

But  Grace  the  waitingmaid  that  faltchin'd  whore  ? 

"Who  before  Hie  the  Paedagogue  had  wed 

Took  all  preventives,  and  when  c'r  me  fped 

Toucht  Sowbread y  Gladdonus'd,  and  Savin,  food 

To  flink  her  fpurious  and  abortive  brood, 

Procur'd  for  her  dear  Madams  daughters,  taughc 

Them  to  leap  oft,  foon  as  their  wembs  were  fraught : 

Yet  with  her  cloak  as  holy  face  now  wears 

Where  little  hair  much  San&itie  appears. 

Lord  !  how  fhe  fighs  in  direful  accents,  that 

Private  affairs  had  made  her  come  folate  ! 

What  matter  ift  ?  How  d'ee  j  her  quondam  friend 

Her  Ladies  gentle  Go-before  doth  find 

Her  there,  renews  acquaintance,  and  thence  brings 

Her  to  his  Laundreflc  private  houfe  and  flings 

Her  down  on  the  refrcmingmat :  the  bed 

Being  ta*ne  away  and  nothing  but  the  fted 

There  left  to  hold  the  fport  up,  fince  the  poor 

Old  Bawd  her  bedcloaths  found  too  faft  were  wore* 

Each  met  their  comforters  before  they  went 

To  their  tup  Cuckolds :  fo  the  day  wa$  fpent. 

But  I  am  no  Sir  Pandoras  of  Troy, 

To  fenteach  City  flop  or  dole  dequoy  * 

J  am  no  Pimp  or  Conftablc ;  if  more 

Sinners  you'd  find,  fearch  Bridewel !  there  be  fiore, 

Who  though  they  bcen't  all  fanctifiM  alike, 

Yet  are  as  right  for  the  caufe  Catkolick* 
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The  Argument. 

7}>e  formal  breeding  cfan  hevrt 
Vtb9  City  is  defcribedhert^ 
Where  the  more  formal  States-man  bis 
Admired  creature  pGwtraidls. 

MAn  is  a  laughing  Creature,  who  in  this, 
And  a  foul  rational  diftinguifht  is 
From  brutirti  beafts  :  yet  eveathey  not  hAVC 
Like  ufe  of  Reafon  fcem  they  wife  or  grave* 
Follies  in  them  pitty  or  laughter  move 
In  men  of  wifer  judgement :  to  reprove 
Whofe  open  Errours  with  as  publikc  fmiles 
Is  beft :  tor  (Ilent  pitty  but  beguiles 
And  hardens  follie  by  connivance  j  we 
By  precept  and  example  taught  muft  be. 
Yet  both  are  fcarce  enough  to  inifcruct  or  wean 
Some  from  the  Simples  which  they  firft  (uckt  in 
With  their  flit  nurfes  milk  :  for  nire  it  is 
Midwives  and  Nurfes  make  men  fools  or  wife. 
Why  (hould  not  Cofmus  els  that  City  heir, 

Whofe  education  was  the  onely  care 

Of  his  indulgent  parents  wifer  prove  ? 

For  fee  how  like  a  Puppet  he  doth  move, 

Or  Quarter- (hiker  turnsuponhis  toe> 

As  in  a  frame  when  he  falutethyou  t 

Good  manners  are  not  bought  at  tha  change  or  Schocl  : 

Art's  Nature  fervant;  Fools  wil  ftil  be  fools 

Yet  wafters  could  he  manage  for  Pruans  wel 

At  Ifflimton  on  Sundayes,  and  to  tel 

Ycu 
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You  truth  had  learnt  to  dance,  but  that  his  car 

And  he  both  fo  inapprehenfive  were. 

But  he  is  rich,  hath  fin'd  for  Sheriff  twice, 

And  wears  good  doathes  5  yet  out  of  them,  or  his 

Mean  rabfcab  companie,  looks  like  what  he  was 

Firft  born  and  bred,  that  is  a  precious  AflTe. 

So  there's  a  river  in  Boetia 

Wherein  the  fillies  fhine  like  gold  they  fay  $ 

But  taken  thence  look  but  as  other  frie. 

The  City  feldome  breeds  Gentilitie 

Til  three  or  four  difcents.  No  Oake  can  be 

Upon  a  Peartree  graft  fo  contrarie 

And  wide  their  Natures  are.  But  fee  his  friend 

Whom  he  fo  often  walks  with  to  Mile-end, 

The  Fencer  Peregrin  that  brags  he  can 

Kil  SitDutllo  more  than  any  man  $ 

Has  rules  to  print  the  flefh,  as  thzStoccata9 

Paffada,  Punto,  and  the  Jmbroccata, 

With  more  Italian  poftures  j  by  a  groom, 

Yet  was  difarm'd,  beat  and  kickt  out  o'th*  room, 

The  other  Morn  aj;  tliTrumpet :  could  not  skil 

Guard  him  from  fuch  a  fawcie  foot  as  wel  ? 

Hang't,  this  is  horfe-play,  faies  he;  oh  the  fence 

Of  difcreet  manhood  valiant  patience ! 

Thus  men  difcover'd  are  by  th'companie 

They  keep,  and  throughly  known :  els  why  wou'dhe 

Delight  in  Vabcolty  that  Town-gul,  whofe  noie 

And  face  are  as  ridiculous  as  doathes  ? 

Marrie  to  laugh  at  \  that  himfelf  might  bee 

Thought  wifer,  though  God  knows,  but  one  degree* 

As  ugly  Ladles  waiting  faces  get 

More  ugly  them  the  better  off  to  fer. 

Many  o  th*  City  have  fiich  properties 

To  woi  {hip  them,  and  with  forest  laughter  plea ic. 

For  is't  not  brave  to  be  the  beft  i'th*  room, 

Pay  all,  have  all  refpec*t>  and  after  come 

To  be  admir'd  by  Squndrels  >  formal  I 

Am  moft  incens'd  with  yet,  whofe  gravity 

Out- 
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Outweighs  all  other  parts,  his  fpeech  is  cream 

parent  as  his  beard,  takes  his  hat  off  by  th'brim 

Methodically  'twixt  two  fingers,  while 

His  face  of  Efjayes  feldom  deigns  to  (mile ; 

tike  one  i'th*  Ifle  of  eggs  he  nicely  walks, 

Atfe&s  ftrange  fawces,  like  a  Sophifter  talksj 

Refpefts  none  that  wear  worfer  cloathes  than  he* 

And  thinks  himfelf  the  rare  Academie ; 

Jiore  proud  of  fs  little  wit,  neat  hofe,  than  e'r 

Ucaptorvf&so(  *s  gown  the  fir  ft  whole  year, 

Loves  to  be  cied,  yet  looks. nor  drinks  below 

[The  fait*  feems  gravely  wife,  is  nothing  fo» 

How  pracWd  is  this  policie  ?  for  moft  men 

Study  more  how  to  feem  judicious,  than 

To  be  fo,  herein  whilft  their  beft  wifdome  lies 

To  hide  their  follies  in  Scholaftick  guile  : 

This  is  a  fit  companion,  cofmus  wear 

This  Briflol  Diamond  in  thy  copper  car  ! 

Tore  him,that  young  proud  Stati(l  I  mull  hate^ 

Whofe  face  is  ail  Mofaick,  intricate, 

And  fill  of  artificial  gravitie, 

Talks  to  himfelf  where  e'r  he  goes,  with  eic 

By  fpeculation  downward  fixt,  though  he 

Looks  higher  than  his  foretop,  hopes  to  be 

0'th»  Privie  Councel :  and  wil  whifpring  tel 

News  known  as  doubtful  as  an  Oracle* 

This  is  that  other  earwig  crept  into 

Co[mus  acquaintance,  whom  he  graceth  tooj 

Hec  onely  bids  him  welcome  for  his  tongue, 

With  which  he  feeds  him  all  the  dinner  long  ; 

Lends  what  he  asks,  though  he  ne'r  thanks  him  for'tj 

And  hardly  owns  him  when  he  comes  to  Court 

Yet  oft  his  wife  he  viiits,  {wears  by  Jove 

He'l  place  her  at  next  Mask  neer  or  above 

The  Maids  of  Honour,  tels  her  too  he'l  get 

Her  Husband  Knighted  j  thus  his  debts  hce'l  quit 

While  cof.  buyes  honour.    Oh  what  Emphafis 

And  weight  his  words  bear  while  'mongft  men  he  is ! 

Each 
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Each  line  he  fpeaks  looks  like  a  Pyramx, 
On  whofe three  fides  one  undifcover'd  is. 
His  Jantts  Hieroglyphick  double  front 
Speaks  him  an  Oedipus :  oh  out  upon't ! 
The  Guelphs  and  Gibellines  not  fo  fa&ious  were, 
As  the  confufed  thoughts  and  proje&s  here 
In's  Machiavellian  noddle ;  now  he  dreams 
Waking  of  Crowns  and  Kingdoms,Stratagems 
To  fubvert  Maliomet,  or  for  private  gain 
Patents  for  Pins  or  Soapey  or  els  his  brain 
Sweats  with  Monopolies  of  bones,  or  tough 
Calves-skins  wel  dreft  to  fel  for  Irifh  Buft. 
PaiTant  he  deign'd  me  once  a  nod  and  fmile, 
To  be  but  known  to  thefe  Court  earwigs,  VI 
Be  fworn  is  ev'n  as  great  a  grace  or  mo 
Than  had  I  kift  his  HofineJJis  toe. 
His  Cxfar  Hawks-nofc  his  ambition  (hows, 
While  thus  like  Niks  tal  Crocodile  he  grows 
As  long  as  e'r  he  lives  :  hesl  furely  fup 
With  one  o*th*  Secretaries  o'th*  State,and  Up 
With  fome  great  Lord,  or  other  at  each  word, 
To  gain  the  audience  of  all  the  board, 
Whom  he  names  as  familiarly,  as  he 
Were  his  Compeer,  and  not  his  propertie. 
His  foot-boy  comes  and  whifpers  him  in  hafte; 
The  news  *  I'm  fet,  fo  foon  as  fupper^s  paft, 
Go  tel  my  Lord  H  wait  on  him.  How  now  ? 
A  fweating  Porter  bring  a  Letter  too  ? 
Dirededto  th'moft  zccomplMht  Gentleman? 
Oh  its  from  the  Lady — he  replies,  the  hand 
1  know,  and  bufinefs  rwclhe  might,he  wrote 
The  letter  all  himfclf,  a  pretty  pYot. 
E'r  he  goes  thence  a  prentice  with  a  noat 
Seal'd  from  his  Crcdixour  finds  him,he  ope9  It  nor, 
But  loudly  tefs  the  youth  his  Matters  fiiit 
To  morrow  ihal  be  granted,  that  he'l  do'r, 
Bids  him  be  confident.  Emploi'd  he  is 
In  every  fcoene  thus  with  new  bufinefr, 
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The  Argument. 

A  Silly  Zelot  gtts  a  living, 

Grows  fat  ttpon'tz  while  Gripe  by  thriving 

Too  fafi  and  W>  doth  dearly  get 

His  death  5  forfuch  a  halter's  fit. 

GO  fearch  Niles  deeps,  and  find  me  if  yoa  can^ 
A  thing  fougty  as  this  monfter  man ! 
I  mean  that  lean-chopt  fellow,  whofe  white  face 
And  night-cap  make  him  look  like  th*  Ace 
Of  Spades,  fo  formal  is  his  pickdevant, 
While  hee  fo  meagre  looketh,  and  as  wan 
As  ^aflTgainft  the  hedge  in  clay, when  he 
Was  fet  a  drying  fore  the  Sun,  to  be 
Infpir'd  with  breath ;  no  Ananias  e'r 
Painted  on  Countrie  tapiftrie  could  appear 
So  Ghoftly  or  precife  y  as  he  had  fed 
On  roots  alone,  for  thofe  he  ftudied, 
As  Hebrew  with  a  Chaldce  paraphrafe, 
Or  Syriack,  while  die  Greek  and  Latine  was  t 
Prophane  and  modern  language  counted :  but 
Behold  his  clean- ftarcht  ruff  atW  holy  cur 
And  pure  Geneva  fet  J  whofc  every  one 
With  the  bright  fteelof  Revelation 
Was  throughly  open'd  :  but  to  fay  no  more, 
Mod  pure  he  was  from  head  to  foot  all  o'r  : 
I  could  have  wifht  this  Hypocrite  had  bin 
But  half  fo  pure,  andfo  fincere  within. 
Such  hollow  falfhood  in  a  Prophet  guide, 
Confirms  the  errours  of  the  world  befidc. 

Did 
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Did  he  not  roundly  pay  for's  Benefice 

By  fymoniack  contrad  e'r  'twas  his  ? 

Did  he  not  wed  his  Patrons  niece  ?  fomefay 

Hec  fprung  her  mine  coo  e'r  the  marriage  day  : 

And  puts  her  portion  now  toufurie. 

But  oh  !  what  an  egregious  dunce  is  he  > 

And  when  ordain'd  examining  did  fear 

More  than  a  young  thief  caught,  and  made  appear 

Before  a  Juftice  for  his  firft  offence  t 

But  his  preventive  wit  and  impudence 

Wrought  wel  with  th'Bifhops  Chaplain  I  believe, 

Whom  he  had  fed  on  Ordination  Eve 

To  fay  as  th'Ordinary  to  th'  Judge  is  wont, 

Legit  ut  clericus,  my  Lord  :  though  he  don'c 

One  letter  know.  'Tisufual  this :  while  fo 

By  fuch  cheats  knaves  and  fools  get  livings  too. 

But  oh  !  how  drunk  for  joy  hee  got  that  night 

I'th'Biihops  fellar  !  now  the  thankful  wight 

Having  his  fees  difcharg'd  goes  home,  looks  worfe 

Auftere  and  graver  than  his  Lordfliips  horlc  j 

Wrangles  and  fues  his  neighbours,  keeps  no  houfe 

Of  hofpitalitie,  nor  gives  one  fous 

Throughout  the  year  to  th'poor.  Gripe  comes  to  bs 

Refolv'd  a  cafe  of  confciencc,  if  Ufiirie 

Often  i'th'  hundred  may  be  lawful  ta'n  > 

Yes,  yes  :  your  talent  muft  not  up  be  lain* 

But  to  the  moft  improved.  Hear  you  me  ! 

The  tithe  of  all  your  coines  encreafe  muft  be 

Paid  mee  your  Parfon !  Nay,  then  Gripe  replies, 

I'l  rather  let  t  at  nine  per  cent,  as  is 

My  ufual  courfe :  my  fows  flial  farrow  too 

No  more  than  nine  at  a  time  :  I  wil  go 

Sel  all  my  land,  and  flock,  and  into  gold 

Convert  it  for  encreafe  ;  all  thai  be  fold 

Before  I'l  give  one  doight  away :  the  King 

Sha'nc  have  a  fubfidie,  the  poor  nothing 

For  mee.  Thus  Gripe  is  now  a  Chymift  grown, 

What  he  mould  eat,  drink,  wear  the  miching  hound 

Turns 
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Turns  into  metal,  whofe  each  new  Image 

He  facrificing  doth  adore  i  no  Age 

E'r  fuch  a  muckworm  bred :  he  never  wil 

Marry  ;  children  are  charges,  Women  il. 

Hee  buves  bread,  pares  it,  fends  it  back  again 

For  ftaler,  for  which  caufe  the  Baker's  lam 

I'th'Pillorie :  he  ne'r  at  home  wil  eat; 

But  at  anothers  board  until  he  fweat 

Again,  he  fwils  like  any  threflier,  and 

Communion  wine  he  drinks  til's  neighbours  ftand 

Amaz'd,  and  think  as  if  in  ftead  of 's  own 

Hce  drinking  were  his  Saviour's  health  around. 

Hee  won't  part  with  a  hair,  and  for  that  caufe 

No  Shaver  neer  him  comes  $  and  hates  the  Lawes 

'Caufe  they  forbid  ingroffing :  and  is  dumb 

When  Cosl(  wou'd  borrow  ;  nay  (hou'd  Chrift  once  come 

On  Earth  again,  the  Wretch  would  not  lend  him 

One  tefter,  wer't  the  whole  world  to  redeem 

Without  fecuritic  of  Angels.  The  Jew 

So  circumcis'd  his  filver  he  was  brought 

Before  the  Judge  to  anfwer  for  his  fault. 

Hold  up  thy  lean  hand  Gripe  !  Guikie  or  not  * 

Not  guiitie  my  good  Lord  ;  the  Jurie  that 

Shal  trie.  Thefe  clippings  all  1  found 

ln*s  trunk*  'Twas  but  to  make  the  money  round, 

Gripe  pleads,  which  firft  the  coyners  did  negled  > 

Onely  Rix  dollars  which  I  did  ele& 

'Caufe  they  were  too  fquare,  and  broad,  for  that  refpeft 

Hence  take  him  Jaylour  !  oh  die  fad  effed 

Of  covetizing  1  Can't  I  ranfom'd  be } 

Take  all  my  goods !  fave  but  my  life  and  me. 

No :  fentence  is  paft :  how  the  hangman  fwears 

And  curies  'cauie  no  better  doathes  he  wears. 
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